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TIME.— The  Present. 

SCENE. — The  Chateau  de  Beaulieu,  and  Derblay's  house  at 
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ACT  I. 

Scene. — A  salon  in  the  Chateau  de  Beaulieu.  A  large  casement- 
window  at  back  opening  upon  a  terrace,  beyond  'which  is  seen 
a  spnr  of  the  Jura  Mountains,  clearly  defined  against  a  cloud- 
less sky.  The  furniture  is  of  the  Lows  XV.  pjeriod.  Doors, 
right  and  left.  A  large  table  occupies  the  centre  of  the  stage, 
a  little  to  the  left,  at  the  two  sides  of  and  behhid  which  are 
chairs.  To  the  left  stands  an  easy-chair,  protected  by  a  screen, 
before  which  is  placed  an  embroidery-frame.  To  the  right  a 
sofa,  beyond  which  is  a  j)iano,  with  stool ;  between  the  piano 
and  the  door,  e.,  a  chair.  On  either  side  of  the  casement,  at 
back,  a pedesttd  bearing  a  vase  of  floweis  ;  music-hooks  and 
a  vase  holding  a  shrub  furnish  the  piano.  Upon  the  tcdde  are 
seen  a  bell,  a  jar  filled  with  flowers  and  a.  phctograph-cdhum-. 
To  the  right  of  the  casement,  an  easy-chair.  As  the  curtain 
rises,  Claiee  is  discovered  reclining  upon  the  easy-chair  he- 
fore  the  op'in  casement,  an  open  book  lying  upon  her  lap. 
The  Maequise  de  Beaulieu  occupies  the  screen  &  I  chair,  l., 
and  works  at  the  embroidery-frame,  ichile  the  Baeonne  de 
Prefont,  seated  left  of  table,  embroiders. 

Maequise,  {Having  regarded  her  daughter  for  a  moment.) 
Claire  ? 

Claiee.    [Turning  slowly.)  Mother? 

Maequise.  What  are  you  doing  there,  so  sad  and  absorbed  ? 

Claiee.  Nothing,  mother. 

Maequise.  Then  pray  do  not  isolate  yoiiTself  ;  come  and  join 
in  our  conversation. 

Claiee.  {Rises;  then,  after  a  pause.)  This  drowsy  air  has 
made  me  lan^id.  {Comes  down  to  back  of  table,  places  her  book 
vpon  it,  and  passes  to  the  right  of  screen.)  How  long  is  it  since 
we  have  had  letters  from  St.  Petersburg  ? 

Maequise.  [Exchanging  a^glance  with  the  Baeonne.)  About 
two  months. 

Claiee.  {Sadly.)  Yes,  it  is  fully  two  months!  (Goes  up 
stage,  passes  behind  the  tiible,  and  comes  down  centre.) 


r 
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MARQnsE.  Why  will  you  think  so  incessantly  of  that,  and 
rack  your  brain  ? 

Claire.  Of  what  would  you  have  me  think,  if  not  of  my 
fiance  ?  And  how  can  I  helj)  racking  my  brain,  as  you  say,  to 
discover  some  motive  for  his  silence  ? 

Marquise.  I  admit  that  the  atiair  baffles  explanation.  Hav- 
ing passed  a  week  with  us  last  year,  (Claire  cqjproaches  an  otto- 
man beside  Marquise.  )  the  Due  de  Bligny,  my  nephew,  de- 
parted, promising  to  return  to  Pans  during  the  winter,  (Claire 
seat^  herself  upon  ottoman.)  At  first  h«  wr^te  that  c^rt-ain  pelii:- 
ical  complications  detained  liim  at  his  post  in  Russia  ;  then  he 
pretended  that,  as  the  winter  wa-s  on  the  wane,  he  would  await 
the  summer  for  his  return  to  France.  The  summer  came  and 
went,  but  no  Due.  Here  it  is  autumn,  and  Gaston  scorns  to 
ofifer  any  further  pretexts  for  his  delayed  arrival  ;  ^'n^^^-'.^  u.. 
scarcely  takes  the  trouble  to  write  to  u&-.  My  dear  girls,  the 
present  is  a  m.ost_  degenerate  epoch  ;  the  men  of  out  set  are  no 
longer  even  civil. 

Claire.  How  if  he  were  ill,  unable  to  send  us  tidings  of 
himself '? 

Marqulse.  We  should  have  been  informed  by  the  Embassy. 

BvRONXE.  Yes,  your  mother  is  right  there,  Claire. 

Claire.  He  promised  me  so  faithfully  to  come  and  pass  the 
winter  in  Paris,  and  I  had  so  counted  upon  the  pleasure  of 
being  with  him  !  I  should  have  triumphed  in  his  successes, 
and  p.erhap3  he  wou  d  not  have  been  insensible  to  mine.  You 
must  confess,  mother,  that  he  is  no  jealous  lover.  And  yet, 
wherever  we  have  been,  I  have  been  surrounded.  Even  here, 
in  this  deserted  Beaulieu,  I  possess  some  adorers  ;  as,  for  in- 
stance, our  neighbor,  the  iron-master. 

Marquise.  Monsieur  Derblay  ? 

Baroxxe.  Oh,  Aunt,  that  case  is  as  plain  as  day.  Ever  since 
his  lirst  visit  to  the  Chateau,  some  two  weeks  ago,  when  he 
came  to  offer  you  some  excuse  for  encroaching  upon  your  terri- 
-^OTV,  he  has  been  upon  his  knees  before  Claire,  a  very  devotee, 
in  perpetual  adoration. 

Marquise.  I  find  him  very  agreeable  in  spite  of  his  adora- 
tioi.  It  is  quite  possible,,  liowever,  that  my  sight  is  not  as 
acute  as  it  w^as  once,  and  consequently  I  have  failed  to  notice 
lu5  manoeuvres      I  shall  keep  my  eye  upon  him  fen-  the  future. 

Claire  Mother,  Mousieui'  Derblay's  homage  is  perfectly 
respectful;  I-JiaA-e--Bo  causa  to- complain  ©*-4t.  [She  rises.) 
Besides,  tha  Due  is  not  here  to  defend  his  welfare,  {Comes 
doicn,  R. )  and  you  must  admit  that  a  woman  may  tire  of  play- 
ing the  Penelope,  awaiting  the  return  of  one  who  never 
comes. 

B.\RoxxE.  {Rising  and  coming  down.)  Wera-  I  in  your 
.  place,  I  should  long  ago  have  given  up  weaving  my  web. 

Claire,   {(rentli/.)  Believe  me,  I  take  no  credit  to  myafilf  for 
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what  I  do,  since  I  can  never  love  another  as  I  loy .eT^lHiLC. 
[TTie  B^uiuxNE '/^>w  vp  ^tnge  to  buck.) 

'^Iakquise.  ([rrLtiibly.)  This  fancy  of  yours  is  what  annoys 
me.  Y^«.-aml  Gaston  have,  grown  up  f i-ma  childhood-fcoge4h 
You  have  persuaded  yourself  that  t-liis  communion  of  existence 
ought  to  be  perpetuated,  that,  you  coukl  not  be  happy  under 
ajay  other  conditions.     All  folly  ! 

CLAUiE.  Mother! 

Marquise.  You  delude  yourself  in  regard  to  the  Due  ; 
(Claire  approaches  tJie  Marquise.)  he  is  tickle  and  frivolou.-;. 
You  know  quite  well  that  his  independent  habits  are  almos' 
^beyond  correction  ;  [C-lxtke pauses,  left  of  table.)  and  if  you  will 
permit  me  to  say  so,  I  should  experience  no  regret  were  this 
marriage  broken  off.    (Baronne  comes  down  and  sits  upon  sofa.) 

Claire.  [With  emotion.)  Mother,  this  is  the  first  time  that 
you  have  spoken  thus  to  me.  It  would  seem  that  you  are  pre- 
paring me  to  hear  some  l)ad  news.  Is-  it  true,  then,  that  there 
is  a  motive  for  the  absence  of  the  Due  ?     Have  you  heard — 

Marquise.  Nothing,  my  child.  I  am  only  astonished  ^t  this 
-prolonged  silence,  — that  seems  more  than  diplomatic. 

Claire.  {Falling  upon  Iter  knees  at  right  side  of  Marquise.) 
Practise  a  little  patience,  dear  mother;  doubtless  the  Due  is 
jjlanning  a  surprise  for  us  in  arriving  quite  unexpectedly  from 
St.  Petersburg. 

Marquise.  I  trust  so,  my  daughter,  since  you  desire  it. 
(Claire  rises  and  goes  up  stage  to  casement.  Tlie  Baronne  rises 
and  goes  to  right  of  table.) 

Baronne.  In  any  case,  \\])o\\  his  arrival  from  Paris  to-day, 
my  husband  will  i^robably  he  better  informed. 

Claire.  Here  comes  my  brother  along  the  teiTace  with 
Mon.^ieur  Bachelin.  [The  Baronne  goes  up  stage  behind  the 
sofa.      IVie  Marquise  rises  and  comes  down  to  centre.) 

[Enter,  by  casement.  Octave  de  BEAUTiiEU  in  hunting  costume, 
followed  by  Bachelin.] 

Octave.  Come  in,  Monsieur  Bachelin.  [He pauses,  l.,  to  allow 
Bachelin  to  pass  him.  Bachelin  enters,  scdutes  Claire  and  the 
Baronne,  and  comes  down  to  centre.  The  Baronne  comes  down, 
R. ,  while  Claire  comes  down  between  Bachelin  and  the  Baronne. 
Octave  comes  down  to  left  of  Marquise,  passing  to  left  of  table, 
upon  ivhich  he  leaves  his  hat. ) 

Bachelin.  Mesdames, — Madame  la  Marquise,  my  compli- 
ments. 

[A  servant  enters,  takes  the  easy-chcdr  which  is  to  right  of  case- 
ment, pjlaces  it  outside  upon  the  terrace,  atid  disappears.] 

Marquise.  Good-morning,  my  dear  Bachelin.  [To  Octave.) 
You  made  an  early  start ;  I  did  not  hear  you.  Have  you  had 
any  sport  ? 
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Octave.  Yes,  mother,  —  thanks  to  Monsieur  Derbhxy,  who 
conducted  me  thi-ough  his  preserves. 

M.utQUiSE.  So  the  ii-on-master  lias  won  yor  over  to  his  side, 
has  he  ? 

Octave.   Mother,   it  woukl   be  impossible   to  find   a   more 
agreeable  companion.     He  tells  me  that  he  proposes  to  call 
here  during  the  day  with  his  sister,  wliohas  just  returned 
from  the  convent,  and  whom  he  begs  leave  to  present  to  xov 
( Goes  Up  stage  to  h'ft  of  tnhle. ) 

Marqulse.  My  dear  Bachelin,  'tis  an  age  since  we  have  seen 
yon. 

Bachelin.  I  have  been  extremely  busy,  ]\[adame  la  Mar- 
quise ;  have  had  a  somewhat  important  atiair  in  hand, — in  the 
sale  of  La  Yarenne.  (  The  Marquise  goes  I'p  stage  to  chair  rchich 
is  at  right  of  table.     dcTA\T:  comes  down  l.  ) 

OcT.lvE.  Ah  !  Then  the  d'Estrelles  have  secured  a  purchaser 
at  last? 

Bachelin.  Ay,  and  one  who  has  paid  them  a  goodly  price,  I 
assure  you.  He  seemed  determined  to  possess  the  proj^erty.  He 
is  some  wholesale  manufacturer  from  Paris, — claims  the  honor 
of  being  acquainted  with  the  family  of  Madame  la  Marquise, 
which  }u-obably  accounts  for  his  seeking  a  residence  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Beaulieu. 

Marqltse.  May  I  know  the  name  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Bachelin.  He  calls  himself  Monsieur  Moulinet. 

Baron^'e.   (Rising.)     Monsieur  Moulinet ! 

Claire.  The  father  of  Athenais.  {She  j^tsses  behind  the  Ba- 
ronne,  v'ho  approaches  Bachelin,  and  sits  upon  sofa.) 

Baron-ne.  Of  course  he  knows  us  !  (Bachelin  goes  iq^  to  place 
his  hat  and  the  jyortfolio  he  carries  vpon  the  piano;  then  comes 
doicn.)  His  daughter  was  our  comrade  at  the  convent, — our 
adversaiy  and  rival  as  well.  {She  sits  upon  sofa  beside  Claire, 
the  M.ARQnsE  sits  in  chair  right  of  table,  and  Octaat:  turns  up 
stage  to  bft  of  table.)  It  was  one  incessant  series  of  quaiTels  and 
battles  between  us.  The  girls  were  divided  into  two  camps ; 
one  comprising  the  bourgeoisie;  the  other,  the  nobility.  One 
faction  was  marshalled  by  Mademoiselle  Moulinet  ;  the  other 
by  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu.  A  most  malicious  distribution 
of  forces,  which  led  to  abuse  and  vituperation  (ul  libitwn. 

Bachelin.  The  world  in  miniature  ! 

Baronne.  However,  though  horribly  vindictive,  Athfnais 
was  wonderfully  pretty  and  veiy  intelligent.  Unless  time  has 
materially  mellowed  her  temper,  should  you  see  her  cast  her- 
self upon  the  neck  of  either  of  us,  rest  assured  that  she  does  so 
with  the  intent  either  of  biting  or  sti  angling  us. 

Bachelin.   ^n^  is  Monsieuri\fOTllinfit  wekl thy  ? 

Baronne.  Ridiculously  wealtliy. — Why,  it  was  he  who  built 
that  immense  chocolate  factoiy  at  Ville]iin!-e.  I^  a])])ears  that 
he  has  discovered   some   process  of  mi.king  vanilla  ti(»m  ccal. 
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and  cacao  fi-^«  burnt  almondn,  which  alimental  chemistrirter! 
made  a  luilJioDaii'e  of  him. — And  here  he  is  installed  our  neigh- 
bor, and  proposes  to  play  the  lord  of  the  manor  !  Poor  man  ! 
He'll  be  taken  for  his  own  gardener  ! 

Marquise.  Under  such  circumstances,  one  mu^b't^dtr  the  betjt 
one  can.  —  (Octave  comes  down  l.)  But  let  us  dismiss  Monsieur 
Moulinet.  You  came  without  doubt,  my  dear  Bacheliii,  to  con- 
,sult  me  upon  our  suit  in  England  ? 

Bacheltn.  (  Wall  (I  glance  at  Octave,  then  at  Claire.)  Yc.t, 
Madame  la  Marquise.     (Claire  and  tJie  Baronne  rise. ) 

Baronne.  We  will  leave  you,  Aunt.  (Claire  and  Baronns 
go  up  stage  and  exeunt  at  hack.) 

Marquise.  (Rising.)  Octave,  see  that  the  carriage  is  sent  to 
the  station  to  meet  the  Baron. 

Octave.  Yes,  mother.  [E.rit  hi/  door,  l. 

Marquise.  {Coming  down  r.,  in  front  of  sofa,  while  JBachelix 
comes  do  am  l.)     Well,  my  dear  Bachelin  ? 

Baghelin.  [An.rioHsh/.)  Bad  news,  Madame  la  Marquise, 
which  is  the  cause  of  the  liveliest  regret  to  me,  old  servant  of 
your  family  as  I  am.  The  law-suit  undertaken  during  his  life- 
time by  the  late  jNfonsieiw^ie  Marquis  de  Beaulieu,  your  hus- 
band, has  been  grav^ely  compromised. 

Marquise.  ( Aft ^r  a  pause.)  You  are  not  telling  me  all  the 
truth,  Bachelin.  W«i:a^iicre  still  a  i-ay  of  hopeffEou-wou-id  not 
be jjCL-diaipirited.. ,  .Tlie  courts  Imvu  decided  V     The  suit  is  lost  ? 

Bachelin.  Alas,  yes,  Madame  lu  Marquise  !  ( The  Marquise 
sits  upon  sofa  and  Bachelin  advances  to  centre.)  The  case  has 
been  poorly  managed,  and  the  loss  of  the  suit  has  been  a  ter- 
rible blow  to  the  house  of  Beaulieu. 

Marquise.  Terrible  indeed,  since  \^i  implies  the  ruin  of  both 
my  son  and  my  daughter. 

Bachelin^.  {Passing  to  left  of  couch i.)  Fortunately  this  finan- 
cial wound  is  not  mortal,  nwH  -[W, pmuses.)  had  it  been  only 
that 

Marquise.  What  else  is  there  ?  ( Glances  at  Bachelin  with 
much  an, r let.!!.)  Y'ou  have  news  of  the  Due  de  Bligny  ?  {She 
rises.  ) 

Bachelin.  Yes,  Madame  la  Marquise, — iap~je»»eeq«encs  of 
youri'equesfc  thatX.aliQU.ld  inquire  into,  the  movements  of  Mon- 
sieur youL-  nephew.  Here^  then,  are  such  tidings  as  have  been 
-transmitted  : —Monsieur  le  Due  do  Bligny  has  been  in  Paris 
for  the  last  six  weeks. 

Marquise.  Six  weeks  !     And  we  knew  nothing  of  it ! 

Bachelin.  {Coming  douui  a  little  to  l)  Monsieur  your 
nephew  took  verv  good  care  that  you  should  know  nothing  of 
it. 

Marquise.  And  he  has  not  come  to  us !  He  refuses  to  come, 
knowing  the  reverse  which  has  befallen  us  !  For  of  course  he 
knov/s  it,  does  h.^  noi  ? 
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Bachelin.  He  was  among  the  first  to  be  made  aware  of  the 
facts,  Madame  ]a  Marquise. 

Marquise.  Ah,  yon  are  right,  Bachelin ;  this  second  blow 
strikes  deeper  than  the  first.  The  Due  has  abandoned  us. 
(Bachelin  turns  tip  s(ar/e.)  His  aim  was  our  fortune.  .Now 
that  the  fortune  has  vanished,  the  lover  disappears.  {Crosses 
stage  to  tuble.)  M^ney  is  the  watchword  of  this  mercenary, 
covetous  epoch.  Vii'tue,  beauty,  and  intelligence  are  at  a  dis- 
count. Qne  is  no  longer  worthy  of  notice  unless  the  length  of 
his  pm-se  exceeds  that  of  the  list  of  his  good  qualities.  Being 
threatened  with  poverty,  Ave  are  scarcely  known  (Marquise 
comes  down  l.)  ;  at  least,  no  longer  recognized.  (Bachelin  comes 
down  centre.) 

Bachelin.  Madame  la  Marquise,  I  believe  you  abuse  our 
epoch  a  little.  No  doubt  very  material  ideas  predominate  in 
these  days,  (Marqltse  comes  to  left  of  Bachelin)  but  there  still 
exist  disinterested  men  in  whose  eyes  beauty,  virtue,  and  intel- 
ligence are  attributes  that  render  a  woman  enviable  before  all 
others.  I  do  not  say  that  I  am  acquainted  with  a  superfluity 
of  such  men,  but  I  do  know  one  such  example  at  least,  and  in 
this  connection  that  one  suffices. 

Marquise.    ( Going  to  left  of  table  )  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Bachelin.  Simply  this, — I  number  among  my  friends  a  gal- 
lant gentleman  who,  upon  meeting  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu, 
has  lost  his  heart  to  her.  Being  aware  of  her  engagement  to 
the  Due,  he  would  not  venture  to  make  known  his  sentiments ; 
but  were  he  to  know  that  she  is  free,  he  would  speak,  provided 
you  deigned  to  permit  him  to  do  so. 

Marqlt;se.  It  is  of  Monsieur  Philippe  Derblay  you  speak,  is 
it  not  ? 

Bachelin.  Yes,  Madame  la  Marquise. 

MARQL^SE.  [Coldly.)  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  sentiments  my 
daughter  has  inspired  in  this  iron-master,  since  he  has  taken 
no  care  to  conceal  them. 

Bachelin.  Ah,  but  he  loves  Mademoiselle  Claire  sincerely. 
(Marquise  comes  down  l.)  You  do  not  know  Monsieur  Derblay 
sufficiently  well,  Madame  la  Marquise,  to  be  able  to  judge  of 
his  worth. 

MARQnsE.  I  am  aware  that  he  is  held  in  high  esteem  in  the 
neighborhood.  {Turns  upstage  to  left  of  table,  ichile  Bachelin 
goes  R. ) 

Bachelin.  Ay,  and  justly  so.  (Marquise  seats  Jiei-self  at  left 
of  table.)  I  have  known  Monsieur  Philippe  and  his  sister. 
Mademoiselle  Suzanne,  from  early  childhood.  -Their,  father 
called  me  his  friend,  which  will  explain,  Madame  la  Marquise, 
the  assurance  with  which  I  make  known  to.y oil MonMami-Dar- 
hlay's  sentiments.  (Sits  upon  chair  at  rigid  of  t(d)le.)  In  my 
sight,  my  client  possesses  but  one  fault :  his  name  is  not  en- 
rolled among  the  nobility.     And  yet,  who  knows  what  a  thor- 
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o-agli^^earch  miglit  bring  forth  ?  His  family  is  an  ancient  one. 
Paring  the  Revolution  names  became  considerably  corrupted, 
and  the  mere  dropping  of  an  apostrophe  did  not  count. 

Marquise.  Let  him.  preserve  the  name  he  bears!  He  is  a 
man  of  honor,  and  that  is  sulRcient  in  these  days. 

Bachelin.  Monsieur  Derblay  would  indeed  be  happy,  Ma- 
dame, could  he  hear  you. 

Marquise.  Nevertheless,  repeal  nothing  to  him  of  what  I  am 
about  to  say  to  you.  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  would  counte- 
ililiui^fto-generosity  in  any  man  ;  and  con.sitlering  the  character 
slifi  .possesses,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  she  will  go  to  her 
grave  a  celibate.  I  pray-God  only  that  this  double  blow  which 
has.iallen  upon  her  will  find  her  strong  and  -resigned  ! 

Bachelin.  Madame  la  Marquise,  were  I  permitted  to  offer 
you  my  advice,  I  would  urge  the  expediency  of  saying  nothing 
whatever  as  yet  to  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu.  There  is 
always  time  enough  for  her  to  suffer. 

Marquise.  You  are  right,  my  friend.  But  as  to  my  son,  I 
ought  in  duty  to  apj^rise  him  of  our  misfortune.  {She  touches 
tlie  bell.  A  servant  appears, )  Ask  Monsieur  le  Marquis  to  come 
to  me.  [Exit  servant. 

Bachelin,  Whatever  may  happen,  Madame  la  Marquise,  re- 
naember  that  Monsieur  Derblay  would  account  himself  the 
happiest  of  men,  were  he  ever  x^ermitted  to  hope.  {Both  rise.) 
He  will  wait,  for  his  heart  is  staunch,  unwavering.  {The  Mar- 
quise comes  down  r.  ;  Bachelin  comes  down  l.) 

[Enter  Octaa^  by  door  l.,  and  comes  down  between  the  Marquise 
and  Bachelin.] 

Octave.  Well? 

Marquise.  My  boy,  I  have  grave  tidings  for  you, — hidings 
which  have  caused  me  the  keenest  pain. 

OcTA\TE.  Concerning  the  suit  ? 

Marquise.  Yes. 

Octave.   {Ccdmly.)  Is  it  lost? 

Marquise.  You  knew  it,  then  ? 

OcTA\TE.  I  mistrusted  so.  I  have  respected  your  illusions; 
mother,  but  I  was  perfectly  convinced  that  our  cause  was  unten- 
.able.  I  dreaded  the  result  for  my  sister  only,  whose  dowry  i*. 
»t  stake.  Fortunately,  however,  we  possess  a  very  simj^le  means 
oiadjusting  the  difficulty.  You  shall  give  her  that  portion  of 
your  private  fortune  which  you  had  reserved  for  me.  And  as 
for  me,  rest  assured  that  I  am  able  to  take  care  of  myself. 

Marquise.  My  noble  boy!  {Sits  upon  sofa.)  Q>om^l&i-^me- 
embrace  you ! 

Octave.   [Kneelhig  at  left  side  o/" Marquise.)    I  love  my  sister, 
and  shall   do  all  in  my  power  to  render  her  happy.    (Octave 
rises,  takes  Marquise's  hand  and  leads  her  down  centre.)     Biit- 
whilewft  are,  speaking  of  yiiflBardbtt&iaeg»,  (^-BAeHHEriic,  wh^ 
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remains  apart.)  tell  me,  do  you  suspect  any  connection  between 
the  silence  of  onr  cousin,  de  Bligny,  and  the  loss  of  our  suit  ? 

Marquise.   (.^>?•ro?^sV//.)  Octave,  the  Due 

Octave.  {SmiUnrf.)  Oh,  do  not  be  alarmed,  mother.  If  Gas- 
ton liesitates  to  keep  his  engagement,  now  that  Mademoiselle 
de  Boaulieu  is  poor,  I  -fancy  we  are  not  the  people  to  take  him^*' 
by  the  nape  of  his  neck  and  dictate  his  duty  to  him.  In  the'" 
event  of  the  l>uc  de  Bligny  not  marrying  my  sif^ei-,  I  consider 
that  it  will  be  so  much  the  wortefor  him,  and  so  much  the  bet- 
ter for  her. 

JNIauquise.  Well  said  !   (Bachelix  apprnnrhe?,  Octxtt..) 
Bachelin.    Bravo,    Monsieur  le   Marcpiis  !  If  Mademoiselle 
de  Beaulieu  is  not  rich  enough  to  tempt  a  fortune-hunter,  she 
is  sufficiently  a  charming  Avoman  to  attract  a  man  of  honor. 

Maequlse.  Hush  !  Not  another  word  ! — She  is  here.  (Bache- 
lin «?h/ Octave  r/c/yfoict;  li.  77/*^  Marqulse  goes  r.  and  p>a uses 
beside  the  sofa.) 

[Enter  Claire  and  the  Bakonne  by  door  1j.,  followed  by  the  Baron 
DE  Prf.font.  Claire  comes  down  and  panses  a  little  to  left 
of  sofa,  the  Baronne  comes  don-ji  to  foreground  l.  and  panses 
to  right  of  Octave,  while  /"^e  Baron  covies  down  to  centre  to 
join  the  Marquise.] 

Claire.  Mother,  here  is  the  Baron.  ^  ^  ^*a  C^     C   U^i.^  'v\  J 

Baron.   {^Saluting.)  My  dear  Aunt, — Good  morning,  Octave. 
(Octant:  turns  up  stage  to  left  of  tidde,  passes  behind  it  and  joins 
the  B.AEON,  R.    Claire  comes  down  r.  pjassing  behind  the  sofa,  and 
joins  the  Marquise  in  the  foreground.) 

Marquise.   Have  you  had  a  pleasant  journey,  nephew  ? 

Baron.  Charming, — a  trifle  warm, — but  chamiing.  (Octave 
re'ieves  the  Baron  of  the  rcdise  he  cain'ies  and  turns  up  stage  to 
right  of  table.)       ^ul'    ♦>      f-.--^v       C, 

Baronne.   Have  you  executed  all  my  commissions  ? 

Baron.  Every  one,  my  dear. 

Baronne.  My  hats 

Baron.   Are  in  the  large  black  trunk. 

Baronne.   And  the  four  trunks  V 

Baro.c.  The  break  groans  beneath  the  burden.  {7o  Octaa-e.) 
Three  hundred  kilos  excessive  weight !  I  fancy  my  wife  has 
clandestinely  transported  the  entii-e  artillery  service. 

Baronne.    {Anxiously.)  And  the  jewel-case  ? 

Baron.  Has  not  left  me  for  an  instant.  My  life  is  responsi- 
ble for  its  safely. 

Baronne.  {T<ddng  the  v(dise  ichich  the  Baron  carried.)  Very 
well !  I  am  content ;  kiss  mv  hand.   ,  *       i  -        i^n^m  ri 

Baron.  With  pleasure.     ^1^^    <  f^-^  *<     '''^''^  "^^T^ 

Baronn^e.   (Asidf.)  Have  you  any  news ? 

Baron.  (Aside.)  lam  crammed  full.  Take  Claire  and  Oc- 
tave awav.  J 
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Babonne.  {Passing  to  right  of  Bakon,  ivlio  joins  Bachelin  in 
foreground  l.,  and  shakes  hands  with  him.)  Claire,  will  you 
come  and  assist  me  to  unpack  ? 

Claire.  With  all  my  heart  !  ( Turns  up  stage  to  right  of  sofa 
and  goes  to  door  r.) 

Baronne.  Here,  Octave,  take  this  and  treat  it  respectfully. 
{Gives  Octave  the  valise.  .Octave  turns  up  stage  and  joins 
Claire  at  door  r.  )  They  are  the  crown-diamonds  !  ( To  Mar- 
quise.) My  husband  has  some  news  for  you.  [The  Baronne 
joins  Cjj AIRE  (Old  Octave,  and  all  three  exeunt  by  door  n.  The 
Baron  tui-ns  up  stage  to  left  of  table  and  places  his  hat  behind 
the  jar  offiowtrs.) 

Bachelin.  {As  though  about  to  retire.)  Madame  la  Mar- 
quise, I 

Marquise.  Remain,  Bachelin.  {Slie  crosses  foreground  l.  , 
and  Bachelin  comes  down  to  l.  of  sofa.)  You  are  one  of  the 
family.  {She  sits.)  Well,  nephew,  speak  ;  you  need  not  pre- 
pare me. — I  already  know  that  the  Due  de  Bligny  has  been  in 
Paris  for  the  last  six  weeks.  (^^  ,  ,_  ;  .  ; 

Baron.  {Coming  down  stage. — 3it(orh/rf  So, 'then,  you  have 
been  informed  of  that,  Marquise  ?  But  do  you  also  know  that 
he  is  about  to  be  married  ? 

Marquise.   {Rising  in  amazement.)     To  be  married! 

Baron.  Yes,  my  dear  Aunt.  Pardon  my  frankness,  but  I  felt 
that  in  such  a  matter  there  was  no  occasion  to  beat  about  the  bush. 

Marquise.   {Dropping  into  easy -chair.)  To  be  married! 

Bar<^n.  The  Due  has  done  all  in  his  power  to  prevent  the  af- 
fair from  being  noised  abroad,  but  his  future  father-in-law, 
who,  it  appears,  is  a  man  of  excessive  vulgarity,  has  seen  no 
reason  to  be  so  discreet.  The  fellow  exults  in  calling  his 
daughter  a  duchess.  {He  seats  himself  upon  the  ottoman  and 
'BjiGHEi^m comes  doicn  ce/dre.)  Scarcely  arrived  from  St.  Peters- 
burg, the  Due  took  a  hand  in  a  game  of  baccara,  which  has 
been  much  in  vogue  at  a  certain  club  for  some  time.  Ill-luck- 
attended  his  venture,  and  he  soon  found  himself  at  the  end  of 
his  resources,  which  at  best  were  meagre.  He  had  J'ecourse  to 
the  bank  of  the  club  and  continued  to  jjlay  with  such  despera- 
tion that  at  the  close  of  the  first  week  his  indebtedness 
amounted  to  two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs.  He  com- 
pletely lost  his  head  and  continued  to  play  like  a  madman.  In 
two  nights  he  regained  all  that  he  had  lost,  then  lost  one  hun- 
dred thousand  francs,  and  at  last  came  to  a  standstill,  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand  francs  in  debt. 

Bachelin.  It  ^as  about  time  ! 

Baron.  I  should  say  so,  especially  as  Gaston  had  not  a  sou 
to  his  name  to  cover  his  obligations  !  The  situation  Avas  criti- 
cal. Why,  in  Heaven's  name,. the  Due  did  not  turn  to  his 
family  f or^  assistance  I  know  not ;  either  he  did  not  think  or 
did  not  wish  to.   Then  it  was  that  Providence  intervened  in  the 
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shape  of  his  fntnre  father-in-law,  whom,  I  am  infoimed,  Gas- 
ton had  met  but  once  before,  and  then  only  casually.  This 
gentleman  took  the  atfair  in  hand  and  addressed  de  Bligny 
something  after  this  fasliion  : — Monsieiir  le  Due,  you  owe  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  which  you  must  secure  dur- 
ing the  day,  yet  you  have  no  prospect  of  so  doing.  These  two 
hlindred  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  I  will  pla<^  at  your  disposal. 
I  have  an  immense  fortune,  and  being  able  to  give  ten  millions 
as  dowry  to  my  only  daughter,  I  have  no  wish  to  see  the  name 
of  one  of  the  noblest  families  in  the  land  compromised  for  the 
sake  of  ten  thousand  miserable  louis. 

Bachelin.  Prodigious  ! 

Baeon.  {Bi>ii)fg.)  It  is  a  fact,  just  as  I  state  it.  (He  comes 
doicn  to  li.  o/"Bachehn.)  The  unfortunate  de  Bligny  was  daz- 
zled ;  he  fancied  himself  to  be  in  the  presence  of  a  man  of 
gold.  The  strong-box  of  his  unexpected  benefactor  lay  open 
before  him.  He  thrust  in  his  finger,  his  hand  followed,  and, 
as  though  caught  in  a  gear,  he  went  in  heels  over  head,  honor 
and  all !  {The  Mauqutse  remains  an  instant  in  silence,  then 
bursts  into  sobs  and  covers  her  face  irith  hei-  handkerchief.  The 
Bakon  and  Bachelix  hasten  to  her  to  console  her.) 

Bachelin,     Madame  la  Marquise  ! 

Majrquise.  Stay !  The  tears  relieve  me  !  This  blow  has  quite 
unnerved  me.  I  loved  Gaston  so  !  have  reared  him  so  carefully, 
have  been  a  second  mother  to  him  !  And  this  is  how  he  re- 
compenses me  !     Oh,  the  ingrate,  ingrate  ! 

Baron.  {Taking  Marquise's  left  hand  u-hile  Bachelin  steps 
behind  the  table. )     My  dear  Aunt ! 

Marqi'Ise.  It  is  all  over  now  !  {Eises,  firmly.)  Our  attitude 
toward  Claire  is  the  all-important  question  now.  You  know- 
how  proud,  how  passionate  she  is.  {She  comes  donm  r.  in  front 
of  sofa,  the  Baron  centre,  Baohbi»in  l.)  Her  father  was-  so, he- 
fore  ■  her ;  a  heai-t  of  gold,  but  a  head  of  iron.  She  spoke  of 
Gastoii  scarcely  an  hour  since.  It  will  be  like  a  thunder-bolt 
falling  out  of  a  clear  heaven  ! 

;feARON.  My  dear  Aunt,  do  you  not  think  that  some  applica- 
tion might  be  made  to  de  Bligny  ?  He  has  been  carried  away  ; 
perhaps  it  might  be  possible  to  win  him  back  to  reason.  If 
you  consent,  I  shall  be  happy  to  place  myself  at  your  disposal. 

Marquise.  No  ;  we  are  not  people  to  humiliate  ourselves  and 
implore.  Our  position,  sad  as  it  is,  is  unsullied  and  dignified. 
I  do  not  propose  to  change  it. 

Baron.  Then  happen  what  may,  you  shall  pursue  your  noble 
conduct,  and  though  you  may  have  occasion  to  weep  in  secret, 
you  will  never  have  cause  to  blush  before  any  lining  man. 
\Shakes  hands  with  Marquise.)  I  cannot  say  so  much  for  de 
Bligny.  {He  goes  to  table,  takes  his  hat  and  gloves,  and  comes 
down  a  few  steps.) 

[A  servant  enters  at  back  and  comes  down.] 
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Servant.  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Derblay  beg  to  know 
if  Madame  la  Marquise  will  receive  them. 

Marquise.  Oh  !  At  such  a  time  !  (Bachelin  makes  a  gesture 
of  supplication.)  Well,  so  be  it  !  {To  Servant.)  I  will  receive 
the  lady  and  gentleman  here.  [Servant  exits  at  hack. 

Baeon.  (Coming  down  centre.)  My  dear  Aunt,  I  am  positively . 
unpresentable  ;  am  covered  with  dust  from  head  to  foot,  vt-  >  ■  ' 

Marquise.  I  will  excuse  you  under  the  circumstances  ;  but 
be  good  enough  to  inform  Claire  and  Octave  that  Monsieur 
Derblay  and  his  sister  are  here. 

[Exit  Baron  by  door  r.      The  Marquise  sits  vpon  sofa.     The 
servant  enters  at  hack,  and  pauses  r.] 

Servant.  {Announcing.)  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Der- 
blay! 

[Enter  Philippe  Derblay  and  Suzanne  at  hack.     They  come 
down  a  few  steps  and  pause,  Suzanne  at  left  o/"  Philippe.] 

Philippe.  Madame  la  Marquise — {He  hesitates.)  permit  me 
to  present  my  sister,  Suzanne. 

Marquise.  My  son  has  already  announced  the  visit  of  Made- 
moiselle Derblay.  I  thank  you,  Monsieur,  for  having  brought 
her  to  me.  {She  rises.)  I  trust  that  my  gray  hairs  do  not 
alarm  you,  my  dear.     Come,  let  me  embrace  you. 

Suzanne.  ( Coming  to  left  of  Marquise.)  "With  all  my  heart, 
Madame. 

Philippe.  {Coming  doum  to  right  of  tahle.)  I  know  not  how 
to  thank  you,  Madame,  for  your  friendly  reception  of  my  sister. 
The  child  has  need  of  guidance  and  counsel,  and  nowhere 
could  she  find  them  in  such  perfection  as  by  your  side,  if  you 
will  deign  to  do  her  the  favor  to  interest  yourself  in  her. 

Marquise.  {To  Philippe.)  She  is  charming.  Come,  my 
child.  {Turns  up  stage  toward  hack  ivith  Suzanne.)  How  long 
is  it  since  you  have  left  your  convent  ? 

[Exeunt  hoth  upon  terrace  and  disappear  R.  Philippe  follows 
them  with  his  eyes  ;  then  turns  and  goes  to  Bachelin,  who  ex- 
tends his  hands  to  him.] 

Bachelin.  Well,  my  boy,  Mademoiselle  Claire  is  not  here  ; 
so  I  suppose  you  feel  quite  out  of  your  element  ? 

Philippe.  True,  I  find  myself  in  a  singular  state.  For  the 
last  fortnight,  each  time  that  I  come  here  my  heart  beats  at 
the  thought  of  finding  myself  in  the  presence  of  Mademoiselle 
<i5"^Biittlie«,  and  yet  I  should  die  in  despair  did  I  think  that 
I  were  not  to  see  her.  Sh^  disconcerts,-  in tim.idai,es-xae.  When 
her  eyes  rest  upon  me,  I  feel  like  a  frightened  child. 

Bachelin.  {Smiling.)  You  love  her  ! 

Philippe.  Of  course  it  is  a  great  piece  of  folly  that  I,  a 
toiler  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  isolated  from  the  world, 
should  dare  to  raise  my  eyes  to  this  young  girl,  so  beautiful, 
BO  proud,  a.Hdj  ppj-hnpsj  fnriJiakk,¥fij:y-i:feason>  so  seductiyje^ ,1 
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•find  her  grave,  thoughtful,  a  trifle  anxious,  undoubtedly,  at 
being  so  separated  from  hev  Jtance.  And  yet,  despite  myself,  I 
love  her.  I  have  forgotten  the  aljyss  which  divides  us,  have 
lost  sight  of  the  diftei-ence  in  our  origins.  Tt)  the  voice  of 
reason,  to  the  counsel  of  experience  I  have  closed  my  ears, 
(Bachelin  nods  assent.)  -And-now  the  evil  is  accomplished  ;  I 
no  longer  belong  to  myself,  I  am  given  over,  heart  and  soul, 
to  this  passion,  wliich  tills  me  with  a  profound  joy,  a  sweet 
delirium,  granting  me  all  except  hope.  (Bachelin  makes  a. 
movement.)  There  my  folly  balks, — I  have  no  hope,  I  give  you 
my  word. 

Bachelest.  Why  not  ? 

Philippe.  Because  I  know  the  wisli  lacks  the  motive  of  at- 
tainment ;  because  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  has  never  done 
me  the  honor  to  notice  that  I  exist.  Because,  in  a  word,  she 
is  noble,  wealthy,  the  Jiancie  of  her  cousin,  and  will  some  day 
be  a  duchess. 

Bachelin.  [Crossing  to  Philippe,  r.  of  centre.)  Are  you 
convinced  of  all  this  ?  What  would  you  say  were  I  to  tell  you 
that  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  is  no  longer  wealthy,  that  she 
will  probably  not  be  a  duchess,  and  Ihat  never  had  an  honora- 
ble man  a  better  opportunity  of  rendering  himself  agreeable  in 
her  eyes  than  you  have  at  the  present  moment  ? 

Philippe.  ( Mored.)  Ah,  take  care  I  Do  not  venture  to  pro- 
nounce such  v\-ords  in  jest. 

Bachelin.  Is  such  my  habit  ?  (  Ttdi-es  Philippe  h/  the  arm, 
and  leads  Jiini  down  centre.)  I  am  betraying  a  professional  se- 
cret, but  I  do  so  in  your  favor.  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  is 
ruined,  though  she  is  ignorant  of  tlie  fact.  The  Due  de  Bligny 
has  forsaken  her,  of  which  fact  she  is  also  unaware. 

Philippe,  liuined  and  forsaken  !  Ah.  what  need  has  she  of 
a  fortune,  when  she  is  all  that  and  more  herself? 

Bachelin.  Exactly  ;  and  it  is  beneath  this  aspect  of  disin- 
terestedness that  I  have  shown  you  up. 

Philippe.  Oh,  speak  to  Madame  de  Beaulieu  for  me — speak 
to  Mademoiselle  Claire  !— Nay^  do  not  speak  at  all !  She  is 
proud  and  haughty.  Tlie  least  suspicion  that  she  owed  the 
slii^test  obligation  to  the  man  who  would  be  her  husband 
would  cause  her  to  shun,  repel  me.  B«t  prejudice  the  Mar- 
quise in  my  favor,  beseech  her  to  approve  my  scniples,  and 
pJace  me  upon  a  firm  footing,  at  least,  with  her.  Oh,  I  would 
receive  the  hand  of  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  upon  my  knees, 
as  the  choicest  gift  of  heaven.  However,  I  wish  her  to  believe 
tha'  she  is  still  wealthy,  that  she  may  be  unbiassed  in  her  ac- 
•eeptanee  or  rejection  of  me.  And  were  I,  in  manying  her,  to 
make  over  to  her  my  entire  fortune,  it  would  still  be  she  who 
would  be  granting  the  indulgence. 

Bachelin.  There,  there  !  Don't  be  precipitate.  ( Tlie  Mar- 
quise a;?  o?  Suzanne  r/j}per/r  upon  terrace  at  hack.)     What  a  fijae 
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thing  it  is  to  have  youth  and  passion  !  However,  let  us  keep 
within  the  bounds  of  reason  and  await  the  course  of  events. 
(Marquise  and  Suzanne  enter,  Suzanne  left  of  Marquise.) 
JThexein  resides  the  secret  of  the  soundest  policy,- (i/e  j:»a.s.ses  to 
1j.,  followed  &y/ Philippe.  Claire  rt/^r/ Octave  e??^er  by  door  r., 
followed  by  the  Baronne.  ) 

Marquise.  {Presenting  Claire  and  Octave  to  Suzanne.)  My 
dear  child,  permit  me  to  present  my  son,  the  Marquis  de  Beau- 
lieu; — my  daughter  Claire. 

Claire.  {Taking  a  step  forward  and  extending  her  hand  to 
Suzanne,  who  goes  to  her.)  You  are  most  welcome,  Mademoi- 
selle. {She  bows  to  Philippe,  who  turns  upon  hearing  her  sjjeak'. 
Claire  and  Suzanne  come  down  before  the  sofa.  The  Marquise 
and  Baronne  also  come  down,  the  former  to  l.  of  sofa,  the  latter 
behind  it.) 

Suzanne.  My  brother  has  warned  me  in  advance  that  I  should 
admire  you.  Mademoiselle  ;  and  now  that  I  have  seen  you,  I 
feel  that  it  will  be  easy  for  me  to  love  you. 

Claire.  And  I  love  you  already,  Mademoiselle.  (Octave 
comes  down  centre  to  r.  of  table.  The  Marquise  seats  herself 
upon  sofa  with  Suzanne  at  Iter  r.  Claire  passes  behind  the  sofa 
to  R.  r/ Baronne. 

[^Enter  the  Baron  by  door  r.     Philippe  turns  up  stage  to  l.  of 

Octave.  My  dear  Monsieur  Derblay,  we  have  here  a  gentle- 
man who,  upon  the  industrial  question,  will  be  able  to  cope 
with  you.  {Presenting  l^xiiO'S,'icho  comes  down.)  Monsieur  le 
Baron  de  Prefont,  a  scholar 

Baron.   Say,  rather,  a  student,  my  dear  Octave. 

Philippe.  This  is  not  by  any  means  the  first  time  that  I  have 
heard  the  name  of  the  Baron  de  Prefont. 

Octave.  {Gaily.)  Ah,  you  see.  Baron,  your  fame  has  pre- 
ceded you  into  our  mountain  fastnesses  !  That  is  what  I  call 
celebrity,  my  dear  boy  ! 

Baron.  {Modestly.)  In  order  to  have  discovered  me.  Monsieur 
must  be  a  genuine  explorer. 

Philippe.  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  have  read  your  memoir  ad- 
dressed to  the  Academy  of  Sciences. 

Baron.  {Delighted.)  A\\,  indeed?  {He  crosses  to  Philippe. 
Octave ,yoo?s  the  Marquise  cU  l.  of  sofa.)  I  am  told  that  your 
establishment  is  one  of  great  importance.  Do  you  emiiloy 
many  workmen  ? 

Philippe.  Some  two  thousand. 

Baron.  Indeed  !     And  how  many  furnaces  have  you  ? 

Philippe.  Ten,  in  blast  the  year  round. 

Baron.  You  have  a  laboratory,  of  course.  You  are  a  chemist  ? 
How  delightful !     Ypu  are  the  most  engaging  man  I  have  met 
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inmanvaday!  (Shakes  kmids  with  Thilipve.)  We  will  make 
some  exiDei'iments  together.  My  dear  Monsieur,  I  account  it  a 
piece  of  genuine  good  fortune  to  have  met  you !  ( Takes 
Philippe^s  a}'77i  and  leads  him  up  stage  xipon  Jhe  ierraqe^  where 
BACHEmNjo/«s  them,  all  three  lymainivg  in  view.) 

Baroxne.  [Passing  behind  Octave  and  corning  down  a  little  to 
L.)     What  is  the  matter  with  my  husband  ? 

OcTA^^;.  [Turning  iip  stage  toward  casement.)  He  is  only 
mounted  upon  his  favorite  hobby-horse,  ffty  dear  cousin,  and 
h«<riaken  Monsieur  Derblay  up  on  the  cnipper. 

Baronxe.  (Crossing  to  l.)  They'll  have  along  ride  of  it,  un- 
less some  one  stops  the  Baron. 

Octave.  Why  should  we  stop  him  ?  l^v  my  part  I  find  this 
fraternization  between  Monsieur  Derblay  and  de  Prefont  in 
excellent  taste.  [The  B.^JtONNE  seats  herself  upon  ottoman. 
Octave  comes  to  her  side  at  e.  of  table.)  The  one,  scion  of  a 
valiant  house,  embodies  ten  ages  of  martial  grandeur ;  the 
other,  son  of  industry,  represents  that  unique  era  which  has 
produced  steam,  gas,  and  electricity.  They  atliliate,  appre- 
ciate their  value,  and  at  once  demonstrate  that  accord  which 
renders  a  nation  grand — the  glory  of  the  past  hand  in  hand 
with  the  progress  of  the  present  ! 

Baroxne.  [Gaily.)  My  dear  Octave,  you  area  born  advo- 
cate ;  you're  an  admirable  speaker.  (Octave  turns  up  stage.) 
But  considering  you  the  son  of  your  father,  I  find  you  a  trifle 
democratic. 

Octave.  Ah,  cousin,  the  democracy  rules  now-a-days.  It 
is  our  duty  to  create  an  aristocracy  out  of  this  same  democracy. 
If  we  are  able,  let  us  found  an  aristocracy  of  talent,  which, 
after  all,  is  the  only  one  worthy  to  succeed  the  aristocracv  of 
birth. 

Baroxxe.  Fortune  having  given  you  the  one,  yoa  propose  to 
conquer  the  other?  [She  rises.)  You  are  a  little  presumptuous. 
(Octave  approaches  the  Marquise.)  Try  to  preserve  what  you 
have,  my  poor  boy,  and  don't  attempt  to  open  the  door  to  re- 
formers.    (Comes  down  i^.,  followed  by  Octave.) 

Barox.  ( Upon  the  ten-ace  )  A  carriage  has  just  stoj>ped  at 
the  gates.  (CiiAiRE  goes  up)  to  r.  of  casement.  Bachelix  comes 
back  of  sofa.) 

Marqulse.  Our  neighbors,  the  Lavardens,  probably ;  this  is 
their  day. 

[Enter  a  servant  by  door  l.  with  a  card  upon  a  scdver,  u-hich  he 
presents  to  the  Marquise.] 

Marquise.  [Raising  her  eye-glass.)  Monsieur  and  Mademoi- 
selle Moulinet.  (Suzaxxe  rises  and  crosses  l.  behind  table. 
The  Barox  and  Philippe  eriter.  OcTA^'E  crosses  to  r.  nf  Su- 
zanne. Philippe  comes  down  to  Ij.  of  Suzanne,  and  the  Babon 
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advances  to  foreground  l.    of  table.      The  Bakonne   crosses  to 
centime.) 

Bakonne.  Well,  this  I  call  going  a  little  too  far ! 

Mabquise.  What  can  these  people  want  ? 

Bachelin.  Good  heavens,  Madame  la  Marquise,  it  is  quite 
probable  that  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Moulinet,  being 
newly  installed  in  the  neighborhood,  consider  it  necessary  to 
pay  some  visits. 

Bakonne.  I  trust,  Aunt,  that  you  are  not  going  to  lend 
yourself  to  the  familiarities  of  these  Moulinets  ! 

Baron.  {Coming  forward  to  l.  of  Bakonne. — Genth/.)  3j[y 
dear,  I  fancy  that  your  aunt  does  not  stand  in  need  of  your 
attvice.  "(T^e  Baeon  and  Bakonne  come  down  i*-. — XheiljsJi- 
QUiSE  rises.  Philippe  comes  down  to  l.  of  table ;  the  Bakon 
joins  h'lm.) 

Makquise.  a  most"i5nrbai*rassing  position  ! 

Claire.  [Coming  down  to  l.  of  Marquise.)  But,  mother,  we 
cannot  close  our  doors  upon  them.  They  must  have  seen  us 
upon  the  terrace  from  their  carriage.  To  refuse  to  recei.i:i&«, 
them  would  be  equivalent  to  responding  by  impoliteness  to  a 
proceeding  which,  to  all  appearances,  is  courteous.  W^ould  it 
be  worthj_ofjis  ?  We  must  receive  them  ;  and  once  the  visit 
is  over,  tTiere  the  matter  ends. 

Marquise.  Yes,  my  child,  you  are  right ;  w^6  must  do  as  you 
jsay..  Say  that  we  are  at  home.  (Claire  turns  up  stage,  and 
speaks  to  servant,  loho  exits  at  back.  The  Mahqvise  joins  Claire. 
The  Bakonne  tuims  up  stage  a  little  to  r.  Bachelin  follows  her.) 

Baronne.  {2h  Octave.)  Octave  !  (Octave  comes  down  to  l.  of 
Baronne  )  You  see  what  has  happened — an  example  of  your 
aristocracy  of  intelligence  !  Monsieur  Moulinet  is  one  of  its 
choicest  representatives.  (Octave  laughs  and  turns  up  stage 
behind  table  to  R.  of  Suzanne  ;  the  Baronne  comes  down  and 
pauses  L.  in  front  of  ottoman.) 

\ Enter  the  servant  at  back  ;  the  Marquise  comes  down,  passing  to 
L.  of  sofa.] 

Servant.  {Announcing.)  Monsieur  and  Mademoiselle  Mou- 
linet. {Servant  steps  aside  to  r.  Enter  Athenais  and  Mou- 
linet ;  tlie  former  goes  to  Claike  ;  the  latter,  having  stduted  all 
the  personages  to  l.,  goes  to  Bachelin.  [Exit  servaiit. 

_ '  THENAis.    [Vivaciousli/   taking    Claire's    hands.)    Ah!    my 

ear  Claire,  how  happy  1  am  to  see  you  ! 

Claire.  {Presenting  AthenaYs  to  Marquise.)  My  mother — 
{The  Marquise  tui-ns  up  stage  to  l.  of  sofa  ;  Athenais  advances 
to  L.  of  her  with  Claire  at  Athenais'  r.  centre.) 

-  Athenais.  I  cannot  express  my  great  joy,  Madame  la  Mar- 
quise, at  finding  myself  again  with  Mademoiselle  de-®eaulieu. 
Ever  since  I  have  known  her,  and  our  acquaintance  has  been 
of  long  standing,  ( Willi  an  affectionate  smile. )  it  has  been  my  aim 
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to  imitate  her.  And  truly  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  more 
perfect  model.  {The  Baron,  Philippe,  Octave  and  Suzanne 
turn  up  stage  to  casement  and  disappear  upjon  the  terrace  ) 

Claire.  {IWniquiily.)  Imitate  me!  Indeed  you  are  too 
modest !   ( Crosses  to  back  of  chair  at  r.  of  table. ) 

Baronne.  {Aside.)  It  is  the  first  time  that  that  idea  has  oc- 
curred to  you  ! 

Athenais.  {Going  to  Baronn-e.;  And  my  dear  Sophie  too! 
What  a  happy  inspiration  prompted  me  to  call  here  to-day. 
(MouLiNET  comes  down  to  l.  of  Marquise,  who  seats  herself  v2)on 
sofa.  Bachelin  takes  the  chair  which  is  between  the  piano  and 
door  vs..,  places  it  l.  of  sofa  and  motions  Moulinet  to  sit.  Claire 
rolls  chair  r,  of  table  to  l.  of  Moulinet  cmd  invites  Athenais  to 
sit ;  then,  taking  chair  behind  table,  she  seats  herself  next  to 
Athenais.  The  Baronne  sits  vp)on  ott(yman.  Bachelin  tia-^is 
up  stage  to  casement.) 

Moulinet.  {Seating  himself.)  Mademoiselle  de  Beaulieu  and 
Madame  la  Baronne  were  school-mates  of  my  daughter  at  the 
Sacred  Heart.  I  always  did  congratulate  myself,  and  to-day 
more  than  ever,  upon  ha^dng  sent  Athenaifs  to  that  establish- 
ment, which  is,  by  all  odds,  the  best  in  Paris. — The  young 
folks  receive  a  first-rate  education  there,  besides  making  tip- 
tojJ  acquaintances. 

Marquise.   (  With  a  smile.)  So  I  perceive. 

Moulinet.  As  for  myself,  Madame  la  Marquise,  I  am  really 
touched  by  the  favor  you  have  done  me  in  allowing  me  to 
present  my  respects  to  you. — Being  a  new-comer  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, where  I  have  bought  a  considerable  property,  I  felt  I 
ought  to  call,  you  know.  (MARQnsE  and  Bachelin  cuchcinge  a 
glance.)  Yes,  I  may  say  a  very  considerable  property,  being 
La  Yarenne,  belonging  to  the  d'Estrelles.  — I  can't  say  I  should 
have  thought  of  investing,  but  my  daughter,  who  has  a  long 
head,  gave  me  to  understand  that  a  rich  man  like  me  ought 
to  have  some  land. 
--,  Athenais.   {Uneasdi/.)  Father! 

Moulinet.  (.Is/f/e /o  Athenais.  )  Let  me  alone  !  {Aloud.)  Be- 
sides, I  must  tell  you,  Madame  la  Marquise,  that  although  my 
opinions  are  altogether  liberal,  my  sympathies  are  entirely  in 
favor  of  the  aristocracy. 

Marquise.  Believe  me,  Monsieur,  I  am  much  impressed  by 
the  sentiments  which  you  exjH'ess  with  such  frank  simplicity, 

Moulinet.  {Aside  to  Athenais.)  You  see  ! 

Makqutse.  They  are  worthy  of  a  man  who  has  attained  to 
the  position  you  hold  by  intelligence. 

Moulinet.  {Carried  a  war/  irith  delight.)  You've  hit  the  nail 
on  the  head  there !  So.  if  my  style  suits  you,  Madame  la 
Marquise,  I  hope  we  shall  become  tlie  very  best  of  neighbors. 

Baronne.  (Aside.)  Heavens,  what  a  monster  ! 

Moulinet.  I  suppose  you  know  La  Yarenne  well  ?    You  are 
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aware  that  it  is  a  historical  chateau  ?     I  inhabit  the  chamber 
where  Charles  V.  slept.     Yes,  Madame  la  Marquise,  I  sleep  in 
an  imperial  bed  ;  but,  bless  your  soul,  I'm  not  one  whit  the 
prouder  for  that. 
— -  Athenais.  Father  ! 

MouLiNi^T.    (.4s/(/e /o  Athena'is.)  Do  let  me  alone!     I'm  get- 
ting along  swimmingly  ! 
■ — ^Athenais.   Beg  Madame  la  Marquise  to  show  you  the  ter- 
race.   I  am  told  the  view  from  there  is  marvellous.     (Rises  roul 
f'irns  up  stafje  to  casement.) 

Marquise.  {Aside.)  She  calls  off  the  dogs  !  (Aloud)  Cer- 
tainly, with  pleasure.  (They  rise.  Moulinet  places  I/is  chair 
held  lid  the  sofa,  Claire  places  hers  behind  the  table,  while  Athe- 
NAis  moves  hers  to  r.  of  table.  Motjlinet  offers  his  arm  to  the 
Marquise,  who  accepjts  it  after  an  instant's  hesitation.) 

Moulinet.  The  view  at  La  Varenne  is  also  exceptional, 
Madame  la  Marquise  ;  and  if  you  will  do  us  the  honor  to  visit 
us,  we  will  compare.  (He  leads  Marquise  off  at  back;  they  dis- 
appear ii.  The  Baroxne,  who  has  turned  up  stage  with  Athexais, 
follows  the  Marquise  and  Moulinet.  As  Claire  is  abp^t  to  exit 
at  back,  Athexais  arrests  her  upon  the  thresliold.)  Q  •:  Ij.  **""  1^ *  CL 

ATHENAifs.  (Pausing  to  R.  of  Claire.)  Will  you  not  remain  a 
moment  ? 

Claire.  Have  you  something  to  say  to  me  ? 

Athexais.  Yes.   (Tliey  come  down  centre.)  Y^ou  cannot  doubt 

the  pleasure  I  feel  in  finding  myself  free  to  chat  with  you  once 
more.  During  the  two  years  that  have  elapsed  since  our  sei:)a- 
ration  I  have  reflected  much,  and  have  seen  something  of  the 
world.  I  have  gained  a  little  in  experience,  and  my  feelings 
have  undergone  a  singular  modification.  We  have  not  been 
exactly  good  friends  in  the  past 

Claire.  But 

——Athexais.  Oh,  don't  contradict  me  !  I  did  not  love  you  !  I 
am  free  now  to  confess  that  I  was  jealous  of  you,  and  my 
dream,  day  and  night,  was  to  become  your  equal. 

Claire.  My  equal  !      Good   heavens,   what  am   I  that  you 
should  seek  to  emulate  me  !  Indeed  you  surpass  me  !    Beauty, 
elegance,  wealth — vou  have  evervthing  that  heart  could  wish 
for. 
.  ATHENAifs.  True  ! — All,  except  a  name  ! 

Cl.acre.  Well,  a  name  may  be  purchased  in  these  days.  All 
grades  are  to  be  had  according  to  price.  If  you  have  a  fancy 
for  the  nobility,  you  have  your  pick.  Y'our  means  certainly 
can  secure  a  titled  hu.sband.     (Passes  to  l.) 

Athexais.  (Repressing  her  anger.)  Of  course. — Indeed,  just 
at  present  the  question  of  my  marriage  is  under  discussion. 

Claire.   ( Iron  i call i/.)  I  congratulate  you  sincerely. 
'- — -  Athexais.   It  is  not  your  congratulations  that  I  seek. 

Claire.  What,  then  ? 
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—  Athenais.  Your  advice. 

Claike.  My  advice  ?     Upon  what  ? 
..  Athknais.  Upon  the  choice  I  am  about  to  make. 

Cl.acke.  Really,  you  overwhelm  me.  The  idea  of  your  ask- 
in  .s^  my  advice  upon  your  family  affairs  !  I  assure  you  it  is 
quite  eml^arrassiug,  since  we  are  so  slightly  acquainted.  Can 
you  not  release  me  V 

Athenais.   Impossible  ! 

Cl.ure.  I  fail  to  understand  you.     {She  indicates  chair  at  v.. 
of  (able  ;  she  then  turns  iq>  star/;  to  L.  of  table.) 
-  Athenais.   (Seating  herself.)  Then  listen  ;  the  subject  is  wor- 
thy your  attention.     The  marriage  in  question  is  a  very  grand 
one,  suii)assing  my  wildest  hoi)es.     It  involves  a  coronet. 

Clalre.  a  royal  coronet  ? 

Athenais.   ( Gravehi. )  No  !  Only  ducal.    I  can  be  a  duchess ! 

Claire.   [Starting.)  A  duchess  ! — {She jKiuses  thoughtfully.) 

Athenais.  You  do  not  inquire  the  name  of  my  fiance? 

Claike.  (//^.s-/^///;^r/.)  I  ?— Why  should  I  ? 
■  Athenais.  But  you  ought  to  know  it;  it  i^  my  duty  to  tell 
you.  He  is  called  the  Due  de  Bligny.  (Claire  recoils  in  hor- 
ror and  catches  at  the  table  for  support.  Athenais  rises.)  Mon- 
sieur de  Bligny  is  your  relative,  your  friend  from  childhood.  I 
am  told  that  there  is  some  talk  of  an  engagement  between  you, 
and  I  have  had  the  heart  to  come  to  you  loyally,  to  warn  you 
and  consult  you. 

Claire.    (Fiunth/.)  To  consult  me — upon  what  ? 

—  ATHEXAifs.  Upon  the  acaial  situation  that  exists  between 
you  and  the  l3uc.  You  must  understand  that,  if  it  be  tiTio 
that  you  are  engaged,  you  would  have  it  in  your  j^ower  to  ac- 
cuse me  of  lia\'ing  stolen  your  lover.  {They  come  (loan,  Claire 
in  front  of  table,  Athenats  centre.)  The  Due  has  sought  my 
hand  in  marriage,  but  I  do  not  love  him;  I  scarcely  know 
him.  Whether  it  be  he  or  another,  it  makes  no  difference  to 
me,  {Approaching  CllXTB.^.)  So  be  frank, — do  you  love  him? 
Would  my  man'iage  with  him  offend  or  even  displease  you  ? 
Say  but  one  word,  and  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  break  the  en- 
gagement. 

Claire.  {Moved  to  joy,  but  suddenly  commanding  herself.) 
I  thank  you,  but  be  assured  I  am  a  woman  neither  to  be  aban- 
doned nor  disdained.  Had  the  Due  been  engaged  to  me,  I  do 
not  believe  he  would  have  married  another.  No  !  Among  chil- 
dren who  are  related  it  is  the  custom  for  the  family  to  betroth 
and  marry  them  in  their  mind's  eye.  Such  is  the  folly  of  the 
early  age  ;  but  one  grows  ra]>idly,  "wisdom  inter\'enes,  and  the 
exigencies  of  life  upset  such  projects.  The  Due  has  sought 
your  hand  in  marriage,  you  say  ?  Marry  him.  There  would  be 
much  to  l^e  regretted  were  you  not  united.  You  are  worthy  of 
each  other. 

—  Athenais.  How  hai)py  you  render  me  !     Think, — my  dream 
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is  realized  !  At  last  I  shall  be  your  relative,  youi  equal, — and 
a  duchess ! 

Claire.    [Bitterly. )  All  of  which  you  merit. 
—  AthenaYs.  Let  me  embrace  you  !  [Attempts  to  embrace  Claike, 
who  recoils.)     Be  assured  that  you  have  in  me  a  sincere  and  de- 
voted fiiend  !   ( The  Baronne  cqipears  at  back. ) 

Claire.  You  have  just  given  me  ami:)le  jjroof  of  what  you 
say. 

Baronne.  [Coming  down  a  little  to  r.)  Well,  what  have  you 
two  been  doing  here  for  the  last  half-hour  ? 

— '  Athena'is.  [Turning  uj)  stage.)  Only  talking  !  We  have  quite 
finished,  and  I  am  going  to  join  my  father.  [Rrit  by  casement 
at  back.      The  Baronne  comes  down  to  front  of  sofa.) 

Claire.  (Watching  Athenaih  disa^jpear ;  then  coming  precipi- 
tately to  Baronne.)  You  knew  that  he  was  about  to  marry  ! 
^Miy  have  you  said  nothing  to  me  ? 

Baronne.  Claire!  [She  goes  i..) 

Claire.  [Coming  down  r.)  Betrayed!  Abandoned!  and  for 
her  !  You  have  left  me  to  learn  it  from  hor  lijDs  !  [Returning  to 
centre.)  She  has  stabbed  me  at  her  ease  !  And  you  were  her 
accomplices!  Is  there  not  one  among  you  who  loves  me? 
[Falls  upon  ottoman  (nid  leans,  sobbing,  vpon  the  table.) 

Baron^ne.  [Going to  l.  o/" Claire.)  in  mercy's  name, — Claire, 
my  darling  !  You  frighten  me  ! 

Claire.  [Bursting  into  sobs.)  And  he,  he  ! — Oh,  wretch  that 
I  am,  wretch  that  I  am  ! 

[Enter  the  Marquise,  excitedly,  at  back.] 

Marquise.  [Coming  dowm  to  r.  of  table,  near  Claire.)  Good 
heavens!  my  poor  child  ! — [Pansiiig.)  Claire! 

Claire.  Have  you  heard  it,  mother  ? 

Marquise.  Her  father  has  just  told  me. 

Claire.  Ah  !  It  is  all  over  with  me  !  My  life  is  broken  !  This 
desertion  will  weigh  upon  me  to  the  day  of  my  death.  Even  if 
I  should  recover  from  the  humiliation,  w^ere  I  so  mad  as  to 
think  of  marrying,  who  would  have  me  now  ? 

jNIa-RQUISE.  Who  ? — You  have  but  to  choose.  Monsieur  Der- 
blay  would  accept  your  hand  this  very  moment  as  the  gift  of 
heaven. 

Claire.    [Dashing  away  her  tears.)     Monsieur  Derblay  ! 

Marquise.  Yes.  But  I  only  mention  him  to  reassure  you, 
for  who  could  approach  you  without  loving  you  ?  Shall  we 
dei)art  for  Paris  ?  Or,  shall  we  travel  for  a  while  ?  Speak,  I 
am  ready  to  do  anything  that  will  comfort  and  console  you. 
What  is  your  wish  ? 

Claire.  (In  despair.)  Ah,  how  do  I  know?  I  wish  I  could 
vanish  this  moment,  flee  from  everybody,  even  from  myself. 
I  hate  and  despise  everything  !   Oh,  if  I  could  only  die  ! 

Marquise.  Claire  ! 
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[Enter  Bachelin,  e.rcitedh/,  at  hack,] 

Bachelin.  {Coming  ihicn.)  Madame  la  Marquise,  pardon 
me,  but  a  most  astonisliing  tbiug  has  happened  !  The  Due 
do  Blignv  has  arrived  ! 

CLAntE.   [Rising  quickly. )     He! 

Bachelin.  Despite  all  that  we  could  say  to  him,  he  insists 
u))ou  seeing  you.      [Comes  down  to  front  of  sofa.) 

Makquise.  [Turning  up  stage  a  little  to  R.)  He  shall  be 
driven  from  the  place  as  he  deserves  ! 

Claire.  No,  mother,  we  cannot  eject  the  Due  de  Bligny. 

M.VRQUISE.  ^yhy  not  ? 

Claere.  {Fir mil/.)  Not  for  the  world  would  I  have  him 
believe  that  I  have  sufitered  on  account  of  his  desertion.  Any- 
thing rather  than  his  pity  !  [She  comes  down,  u-ij^es  her  eyes,  and 
turns  up  stage  to  R.  of  ottoman.)  Receive  him,  mother.  {Bit- 
terly.) We  can  open  our  door  to  him,  since  we  have  not 
closed  it  upon  his  fiancee. 

Marquise.  But,  my  child (Claire  goes  to  Bachelin  ;  ths 

Marquise  comes  down  to  r.  of  table.) 

Claire.  [To  Bachelin.)  Detain  the  Due  for  a  moment, 
and  beg  Monsieur  Derblay  to  come  to  me  here. 

[E.vit  Bachelin  at  back,  passing  to  R.  of  sofa. 

Marquise.  Monsieur  Derblay  ? 

Claire.   [Resolutely.)     Yes,  mother. 

Marquise.   {Nerrously.)     But 

Claire.  You  have  told  me  that  I  should  be  free  to  dispose 
of  myself.     I  beseech  you  to  keep  your  word. 

[Enter  Philippe  Derblay  at  back,  followed  by  Bachelin,  icho 
remains  in  the  background.  Philippe  advances,  with  re- 
spectful timidity,  to  r.  of  table.] 

Claire.  (To  Philippe.)  Monsieur,  our  old  friend,  Monsieur 
Bachelin,  has  informed  my  mother  that  you  would  do  me  the 
honor  to  seek  my  hand  in  marriage.  (Philippe  bows  in  silence.) 
I  l)Glieve  you  to  be  an  upright  man.  I  presume  that  you  are 
aware,  as  those  about  me  must  have  been  aware  for  some  time, 
that  the  Due  de  Bligny 

Philippe.  [Advancing  with  emotion.)  Yes,  Mademoiselle,  I 
know  it,  but  permit  me  to  assure  you,  even  at  this  momen!:, 
that  did  it  depend  upon  me  to  insure  your  happiness  by  recon- 
ciling you  to  the  Due,  I  would  not  hesitate  to  do  so,  even  at 
tho  cost  of  my  life. 

Claire.  I  thank  you  ;  but  all  bonds  between  the  Due  and 
myself  are  forever  severed.  The  surest  proof  of  which  that  J 
am  able  to  give  you  is,  that  if  you  cherish  the  same  sentiment? 
toward  me,  I  am  ready  to  tender  you  my  hand.  (Phtlippb 
adrances  and  takes  CLAniE"s  hand,  which  he/kisse>;.) 

Philippe.  [Transported.)  Mademoiselle!  Oh,  how  hap])}! 
vou  render  me ! 
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Bachelin.  {At  bad:)  The  Due  !  (MovLiiiKi  is  Jieard  speak- 
ing to  the  Due. ) 

Claike.  (Seeing  Fhiliffh  hesitate  as  to  what  he  ought  to  do.) 
Kemain,  Monsieur.  (Philippe  turns  to  Marquise,  icho  makes  a 
sign  for  him  to  remain,  and  takes  her  place  to  l.  of  Claire. 
Philippe  comes  down  l.  to  r.  of  Baronne.) 

[Enter  the  Due  de  Blign?  at  back,  followed  by  Moulinet. 
The  Dug  comes  down  centre  ;  Moulinet  comes  down  l.,  and 
pauses  before  ottoman.^ 

Due.  [Excitedh/.]  Madame  la  Marquise, — Claire, — you  must 
see  my  annoyance,  grief,  regrets  !  Only  upon  my  arrival  at 
La  Varenne  was  I  informed  of  this  unprecedented  proceeding. 

Moulinet.  But,  Monsieur  le  Due 

Due.  {Haughtily.)  This  outrageous  performance,  in  which  I 
beg  you  to  believe  I  have  had  no  share.  I  have  committed 
errors,  (Philippe  turns  up  stage,  l.  of  table,  crosses  at  back  and 
joins  Bachelix  above  sofa.)  I  have  conducted  myself  with 
le\dty  and  ingratitude,  but  to  have  authorized  such  scandalous 
behavior  in  the  bosom  of  my  family, — no,  upon  my  honor,  I 
have  not  done  that ! 

Moulinet.  Why,  it  was  only  a  simple  social  visit.  I  don't 
understand 

Due.  You  can't  understand.     That  is  your  only  excuse  ! 

Moulinet.  If  I  have  done  wrong,  son-in-law,  I  beg  you  to 
tell  me  how  ;  I'd  like  to  make  it  up. 

Due.  (Haughtily.)  Enough,  Monsieur  !  {"MottlhsBT  turns  uj) 
stage  to  l.  of  table. — To  Marquise.)  I  owe  you  some  explana- 
tion ;  suffer  me  to  give  it.  Claire,  I  will  not  leave  this  place 
until  you  have  pardoned  me. 

Claire.  (  With  forced  tranquillity.)  But,  Due,  you  owe  us  no 
explanation  and  stand  in  need  of  no  pardon.  (She  a'osses 
centre  to  R.  of  Due.  Athenais  enters  at  back  and  comes  down 
behind  table.)  We  understand  you  are  to  be  mari'ied.  Cer- 
tainly you  possessed  the  right  to  dispose  of  yourself.  Were 
you  not  as  free  as  I  was  ? 

Due.   (Stupefied)     Claire! 

Claire.  Your  fiancee  has  just  announced  the  hapi)y  news. 
Your  example  is  so  good  that  I  have  wished  to  j^rofit  by  it. 
Monsieur  Derbl ay— (Philippe  adva)ices  to  r.  o/" Claire.  Suzanne 
and  Octave  ajjjjear  at  back.)  Gentlemen,  permit  me  to  present 
you  to  each  other.  ( To  Philippe. )  My  cousin.  Monsieur  le 
Due  de  Bligny.     (T'oDue.)     Monsieur  Derblay,  my /«?ic^.' 

Curtain. 


ACT  n. 

SCEXE. — A  small  salon  adjoining  the  nuptial  chamber  in  the 
house  of 'Pe.ilit'PB  Deeblay,  at  Pont-Avesnes.  Two  dooi's, 
R.  One  door,  l.,  also  a  icindoic.  Fireplace  at  hack  with  fire 
burning.  At  eithei'  side  of  the  chimney-piece  a  small  sofa. 
Near  the  sofa  r.  a  chair.  An  easy-chair,  r.  In  the  centre, 
between  the  two  sofas,  an  ottoman.  As  the  curtain  rises, 
Brigitte  is  discovered  upon  the  hearth-rug,  kneeling  and 
using  the  bellows.  Enter  Suzanne  by  door  r.,  and  comes 
.  down  centre. 

Brigitte.  -^PbRtrt  jNfademoiselie  Suzanne  ali-eady  back  from 
-<5liurcli  ?     ||^  the  ceremony  over  ? 

Suzanne.  Mjsb,  safely  over;  and  I  have  left  everybody  in 
charge  of  our  dear  cure,  to  come  and  take  a  last  glimpse.  We 
■are  to  have  a  new  mistress  in  the  house,  Brigitte,  and  it  be- 
hooves us  to  see  that  she  is  well  pleased.  [Arranges  the  drapery 
at  the  window.) 

Brigitte.  Eh  !  Bless  your  dear  heart,  why  shouldn't  she  be 
pleased,  with  oui*  Philippe  ever  at  her  side  '?  I  don't  care  how 
pretty  the  bird  may  be,  the  cage  is  fine  enough. 

Suzanne.   Scarcely  tine  enough.     (Comes  <iown  i,.) 

Brigitte.  It  strikes  me.  Mademoiselle,  that  our  new  lady  is 
a  trifle  o(M7-=-  {Coming  down  centre.)  The  idea  of  being  mar- 
ried at  midnight,  as  if  by  stealth  ! 

Suzanne.  I  understand  that  such  is  the  proper  thing  in  the 
fashionable  world,  now-a-days.  — But  that  fire  is  not  going  to 
bui-n.  [Turns  up  stage  a}id  sits  upon  sofa,  l.  Brigitte /o//ow'S 
her  and  aii'anges  the  fender.) 

Brigitte.  Oh,  it's  all  right. — So  Monsieur  Philippe  is  mar- 
lied  !  And  just  to  think,  Mademoiselle,  that  in  a  year  or  two 
it  will  be  your  turn  to  turn  the  house  topsy-tul•^y ! 

Suzanne.  [Blushing.)  Fortunately  there  is  no  prospect  of 
such  a  thing  at  present,  Brigitte.     [Comes  down  l.) 

Brigitte.  {Coming  down  centre.)  Fortunately?  Tell  me, 
Mademoiselle,  who  was  the  fine  gentleman  who  gave  you  his 
arm  when  you  set  off  for  church,  and  who  has  such  a  nice, 
thoughtful  way  about  him  ? 

Suzanne.  Tliat.is  Monsieur  Octave  de  Beaulieu,  the  brother 
of  Mademoiselle  Claire. 

BKKiiTTE.  {(raily.)  Ah-ha!  There's  a  proper  lad  for  you, 
who  has  a  nose  for  oui-  orange-blossoms  ! 

Suzanne.  [Tur^tiug  away.)  What  nonsense !  My  dear  girl, 
you  don't  know  what  you*re  talking  about. 
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Brigitte.  Hark !  There's  a  carriage  in  the  court-yard ! 
{Runs  to  door  R.) 

Suzanne.  {Crossing  r.)  Are  the  guests  ah*eady  return- 
ing? 

Brigitte.  Faith,  not  yet. — I  onlv  see  your'ftrre  young  l?ava- 
lier.  It  hasn't  taken  4iim  long  to  catch  up  with  you  !  (Suzanne 
comes  down  l.  Enter  Octave  at  door  r.,  hesitates  a  moment, 
then  comes  down  to  r.  of  Suzanne.)  Walk  right  in,  Monsieur, 
walk  right  in  !     You're  welcome.  [Exit  r. 

Suzanne.  You  must  excuse  the  familiarity  of  Brigitte,  Mon- 
sieur le  Ma,rquis.  You  see,^  she  has  had  tlie  care  of  my  brother 
and  me  from  our  infancy,  and  consequently  considers  the  house 
her  special  domain.     ;'    ,.  . 

Octave.  H^"  kind  reception  is  precious  in  my  eyes,  if  it  re- 
flects the  attitude  of  its  master  and  mistress  toward  me. 

Suzanne.  How  could  it  be  otherwise?  Are  you  not  now  the 
brother  of  my  brother  ? 

OcTA\^.  True, — and  almost  yours,  as  well.  Tell  me,  will 
you  do  me  a  favor? 

Suzanne.  If  it  is  in  my  power. 

Octa\t:.  Give  up  calling  me  so  solemnly  Monsieur  le  Mar- 
quis ;  treat  me  more  as  an  intimate  friend. 

Suzanne.  If  you  wish  it,  I  agree. 

OcTA\'T}.  Now  then,  as  we  are  through  with  this  marriage 
ceremonial,  suppose  we  unbend  a  little. 

Suzanne.  Ah,  wdllingly  !  Philippe  is  a  trifle  too  grave  for 
my  fancy. 

Octave.  You  have  been  accustomed  to  regard  him  rather  as 
your  father. 

Suzanne.  Yes,  but  as  the  tenderest  of  fathers.  If  you  only 
knew  liow  good  he  has  been  to  me,  wh^l  delie^ate  care,  what 
s-weet  attention  he  has  lavished  upon  me  as  a  child  ;  how  many 
nights  he  has  passed  laboring  for  me, — always  for  me  ! — for  1 
have  been  a  serious  embarrassment  to  him. 

Octave.  You? 

Suzanne.  He  was  a  mining-engineer,  and  a  superb  career  lay 
open  before  him.  But  without  the  slightest  hesitation  he  has 
turned  his  back  upon  all  that  and  has  gone  into  business  in 
order  to  win  a  fortune  for  me.  I-should  have  been  lost  with-- 
out  him  ;  consequently  I  owe  all  to  him.  I  love  him  pro-- 
foundly,  and  it  is  the  dearest  wish  of  my  heart  that  ho  may 
realize  the  happiness  he  so  richly  deserves. 

Octave.  I  envy  him  all  that  he  can  do  for  you.  There  is  no 
sentiment  so  sweet  as  that  of  protection  !  Hftp}w4iMl©ed-sho«ld 
I  have  been  to  have  had  a  sweet,  delicate  sister  to  love  and  do- 
fend.  What  protection  could  I  exercise  over  Claire?  It  is 
she  who  protects  me,  with  her  strong,  wilful  character. 

Suzanne.  So  I  have  supposed.  But  she  will  love  Philippe. 
He  is  so  good  !     You  have  not  yet  had  the  opportunity  to  ap- 
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predate  him  at  his  just  value.     This  mamage  has  been  con- 
summated so  hastily  ! 

Octave.  (Tjiuyhing.)  So  it  appears. — The  affair  has  come 
al)out  like  a  note  that  is  payable  at  a  certain  date,  minus  the 
three  days'  grace;  {Comes  down  r.)  the  all-important  point 
b3iug  that  it  should  not  go  to  protest. 

[L'ntei-  the  Baeonke  like  a  tclurhniid  by  door  jr.,  followed  by  the 

B.'OioxNE.  [Seating  herself  upon  sofa^'h.,  it-hile  the  'B  Ana's  pauses 
before  soft  k.)  Thank  heaven,  there  is  a  fire  here!  That 
drive  through  the  dark  park  and  along  the  shore  of  that  ghostly 
lake  lighted  so  fitfully  by  the  moon,  has  chilled  me  to  the 
bone.     I  assure  you,  I'm  a  perfect  iceberg  ! 

Moulinex.  [Upon  threshold  of  door,^.)  I  hope  I  don't  in- 
trude ? 

Baron.  Come  in,  Monsieur  Moulinet. 
[MouLiNET  enters  and  comes  down  to  ottoman  ;  the  Baron  crosses 
to  chair  near  sofa  l.] 

Moulinet.  My  daughter  has  remained  below  with  the  bride, 
and  I'm  sure  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea  what  has  become  of  the 
Due  de  Bligny.     (Suzanne  sits  upon  sofi  e.) 

Baeonne.  Oh,  you  need  not  be  exercised  on  his  account. 

Moulinet.  Had  it  not  been  for  you,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  I 
declare  I  shouldn't  have  had  a  soul  to  speak  to,  and  should 
have  been  taken  for  an  intruder.  [Seats  himself  upon  ottoman 
and  enters  into  a  conversation  with  the  Baronne.) 

Oct  ami:.  [Aside.)  Upon  my  word,  he  is  a  mouthful!  {The 
Baron  comes  down  to  l.  of  Octa%"e  and  takes  his  arm  ;  tor/ether 
they  cross  to  l.  of  foreground.)  It  appears  that  you  have  made 
yourself  indispensable  to  the  happiness  of  this  father-in-law 
that  is  to  be. 

Baron.  He  adores  me,  refuses,  tb  give  me  a  moment  to 
breathe,  actually  appends  himself  to  my  coat-tails. — All  the 
same,  he  is  a  sly-l>oots  with  his  simpla  airs. 

Octave.  That  he  has  forced  himself  in  here  to-night  is 
ample  proof  of  what  you  say. 

Baron.  Ah,  but  the  Due  is  here  also. 

Octave.  AVe  hesitated  to  ask  him. — It  was  Monsieur  Derblay 
himself  who  insisted  upon  the  invitation. 

Baron.  He  is  a  sensible  man. — As  for  this  fellow  Moulinet, 
Bachelin  has  been  telling  me  about  the  projects  he  cherishes, 
and  which  have  influenced  him  to  install  himself  in  this  part 
of  the  country 

Octave.   Projects?     What  arc  tlioy? 

Baron.  Wait,  — you  shall  hear.  ( Turns  iip  stage  and  seats  him- 
self in  easy-chair  1,.  Octave  g^'cs  up  stage  to  l.  of  sofa  l.)  Well, 
Monsieur  Moulinet,  it  seems  you  arc  going  to  endow  the  dis- 
trict with  a  journal  ? 
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MouLiNET.  (Turning.)  Ah!  Has  it  already  been  talked 
about  ?  Yes,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  I  propose  to  call  it  Ln  France 
du  Jura.  You  see,  it  apjDeared  to  me  to  be  my  duty  to  conse- 
crate a  portion  of  my  I'ortiTne  to  the  enlightenment'^  of  my  fel- 
low-citizens. 

Baron.  (Afiide.)  Oi*4©-4heir  hood -win  king  !  [A/oml.)  And 
what  policy  do  you  propose  to  pursue  in  your  paper  ? 

MouLiNET.  Now,  that's  a  delicate  question.  —  I'm  a  concilia-" 
tory  sort  of  fellow,  I  am,  and  have  no  hankering  after  shake- 
ups  with  anybody. 

Baron.  In  other  words,  you  prefer  to  make  an  ally  of  every- 
body. 

MouLiNET.  That's  about  the  ticket !  And  so,  in  order  to  af- 
firm my  principles,  I  have  presented  the  Municipal  Council  of 
La  Varenne  with  money  enough  to  build  a  lay-school,  and  have 
given  the  Cm-e  the  sum  necessary  to  restore  the  church. 

Baron.  At  that  rate,  everybody  ought  to  be  satistied. 

MouLiNET.  And  I  have  chosen  for  La  France  du  Jwa  a  kind 
of  a  good,  medium  policy, — that  won't  hurt  the  feelings  of 
either  party. 

Baron.  I  see ! — Something  similar  to  setting  the  words  of 
the  Marseillaise  to  "God  save  the  Queen." 

Baronne.  An  excellent  jjlan.  Monsieur  Moulinet. 

Moulinet.  AVell,  it  struck  me  it  might  go!  Between  the 
two  extremes  in  23olit:cs  there  are  a  lot  of  timid  sheep  that  you 
may  just  as  well  gather  into  your  fold  as  not.  They  don't 
know  what  they  want,  and  there  is  no  reason  under  the  sun 
why  you  shouldn't  show  them. 

Baron.  Better  and  better.  You  appeal  to  all  fools  !  (Rising 
and  coming  doirn  l.)     You  will  secure  the  majority.     A^  ^    ^i^ 

Moulinet.  {Lavghing  and  rising.)  I  hope  so. — All!  Here 
comes  my  son-in-law  !  {Goes  vp  to  fire-place,  vherethe  Baronne, 
Suzanne,  and  Octame  are  grouped.  Enter  the  Due  de  Bligny 
hy  door  r.,  and  advances  as  far  as  ottoman.  Octave  comes  doicn 
to  L.  q/"Duc.) 

Octave.  Do  you  come  from  the  salon,  Due? — Has  everybody 
arrived  ? 

Due.  Y'es,  a  moment  since. 

Suzanne.  Then  I'm  going  to  join  my  brother. 

Octave.  I  will  accompany  you. 

l^Eo-eunt  Suzan'ne  and  Octave  hy  door  r. 

Baronne.  What  a  charming  couple  they  make!  (Moulinet 
joins  the  Baron,  icho  Uirns  up  stage  l.  to  r.  of  easy -chair.) 

Due.  [Seating  himself  in  chair  before  sofa  to  R.  of  jire-place.) 
I  have  been  down  stairs  with  the  family,  but  when  the  con- 
gratulating and  kissing  began,  I  made  up  my  mind  I  was  in 
the  way,  and  after  hunting  about  through  an  endless  suit  of 
rooms,  I  have  found  my  way  in  here. 
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B-\BONNE.  {Approaching  Due.)  And  have  you  an  idea  where 
vou  are  '? — This  is  the  salon  adjoining  the  nuptial  chamber. 

Due.  {With  afecled  calmness.)  Ah!  That's  funny.  (Rises 
and  comes  doicnn  ,  icith  the  Bakonne  at  his  L.; 

Baronne.  You  seem  melancholy,  Bligny.    (f^  ol«^«''**>     dCr.- 

Dec.  Well,  I  suppose  I  feel  as  bored  as  the  contracting  x^ar- 
ties  must  be. 

MouLiKET.   {Offended.)     Monsieur  le  Due  ! 

Baron.  My  word  of  honor,  I  never  j^assed  a  more  disagree- 
able day  in  all  my  life  than  my  wedding-day ! 

Baronne.   {To  Baron.)     Thank  you.     i^i-L     9fi  -'P  £^ 

MouLiNTET.  (7o  Baronne,  gallantly.)  Monsieur  le  Baron  re- 
fers only  to  the  day!  {Laughing.)  In  my  time  that  day  was 
considered  the  most  delightful  of  a  man's  life  !  It  is  true  that 
formerly  a  wedding  was  a  gay  affair  ;  while  now-a-days  folks 
are  married  at  midnight,  in  a  sepulchral  church  where  the  chill 
falls  upon  one's  shoulders  like  a  leaden  mantle,  (Baronne 
turns  up  stage  and  sits  uporc  sofa  L.  of  jire-p>hice.)  I  must  say  I 
don't  understand  the  fashion.  Now,  in  three  weeks'  time  I 
shall  conduct  my  daughter  to  the  altar  ;  the  ceremony  takes 
place  at  La  Madeleine,  and  I've  ordered  a  musical  Mass,  the 
highest-priced  singers  for  choruses,  solos, 

Due.  Soli! 

MouLiNET.  Well,  solos  or  soli,  it's  all  the  same  to  me.  (Due 
turns  up  stage  to  fire-place).  There  will  be  chants  executed  by 
the  artists  from  the  Oi^era,  and  everything  first-class.  Flowers 
inside  and  outside  the  church,  green  shrubs  rnuged  along  the 
steps,  and  an  Aubusson  caipet  spread  down  to  the  Boulevard. 

Baron.  {Aside.)  And  p-ofeably^ll  the  way  into  the  omni- 
bus officer 

MouLiNET.  I  propose  to  have  a  regular  nuptial  Mass  !  (Bar- 
onne ?-/,se.s. )  But  the  ceremony  of  this  evening! — it  was  un- 
canny. In  the  obscurity  the  bride  under  her  white  veil  looked 
like  a  spectre,  while  the  company  seemed  like  a  conclave  of 
misty  spooks !  Brrou  !  (He  shudders  and  crosses  to  r.  The 
Baron  cro.s.s-es  to  l.  ) 

Baronne.  {To  Due.)  I  must  confess  that  the  tones  of  the 
organ  produced  a  horrible  effect  upon  me,  and  when  they  be- 
gan to  sing  (She  comes  down  centre  with  Due  at  Iter  r.)  the  tears 
rushed  to  my  eyes.  I  was  completely  overwhelmed  with  sad- 
ness, accompanied  by  presentiments 

Baron.  Oh,  you're  altogether  too  impressionable. 

Baronne.  Had  it  not  been  for  my  vinaigrette,  I  should  have 
been  positively  ill. 

MouLiNET.  And  then,  too,  I  wish  to  call  your  attention  to  the 
fact,  without  seeking  to  offend  anybody,  that  there  wasn't  a 
scrap  of  supper  prej^ired  for  the  guests  ! 

Due.  [S'iverelf/.)     Monsieur  Moulinet ! 

Moulinet.  Amonpr  our  folks  a  wedding:  of  that  sort  is  called 
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a  dry  splice.  {To  Due.)  Just  you  wait  till  you  see  the  dinner 
I'm  going  to  give  you  on  your  wedding-day  !  One  hundred 
covers  at  eighty  francs  a  head  !  Nobody  shall  go  away,  like  to- 
night, and  say  he's  been  fed  on  wind. 

Due.  Monsieur  Moulinet,  you  talk  too  much.  For  the  sake 
of  our  own  interests,  I  beg  you  to  be  less  expansive. 

Moulinet.  But,  son-in-law 

Due.  {Dryly. )  In  the  first  place,  I  am  not  yet  your  son-in- 
law. 

Moulinet.  Oh,  that's  all  right !     You've  my  word 

Due.  And  when  I  am,  don't  address  me  as  such.  In  fac':, 
don't  address  me  at  all,  if  you  can  help  it.  {He  passes  before 
Moulinet  and  crosses  to  k.  of  Bakonne.  ) 

Moulinet.  {Vexed.)  Monsieur  le  Due!  [Aside.)  I'm  in 
for  a  fine  time  of  it  with  my  revolutions !  God  bless  my  soul, 
I  never  shall  be  the  equal  of  these  people  ! 

[Enter  Athenais  by  door  r.      The  Due  turns  up  stage  to  fire-place. 
The  B aronne  passes  to  l.  of  easy-chcdr.  ] 

Athenais.  I  come  to  announce  the  bride  !     {Crosses  to  Mou- 
linet, R.)     We  must  leave  here  in  a  few  minutes. 
Moulinet.  I'll  go  and  order  the  carriage. 

[Enter  Claire  in  her  loedding- robes  leaning  upon  the  arm  of 
Octave,  by  door  r.  Claire  approaches  easy-chair  l.  The 
Baron  turns  up  stage  and  pauses  to  l.  of  ottoman  just  as 
Claire  a^id  Octave  pass  it.  Enter  the  Marquise  and  Suz- 
anne, followed  by  Bachelin,  who  jmuses  a  moment  r.  to 
sp)eak  to  Moulinet  on  his  icay  to  e.rit  r.  Athenais  advances 
to  sofa  R.  of  fire-p)lace  and  sits.  Bachelin  turns  up  stage 
near  sofa  r.  On  the  same  side  the  Baron  takes  his  place  near 
the  Due  after  Octave  has  answered  him.  When  Claire 
reaches  the  easy-chair,  she  sits.^ 

Baron.  Where  is  Monsieur  Derblay  ?     />"  *^  '   '       -'    '       ■ 

Octave.  Seeing  our  friends  into  their  carriages.  [Turns  up 
stage  to  join  the  Due  and  Baron.     Bachelin  comes  down  r.) 

Marquise.   (  To  Claire.)     How  do  you  feel,  my  child  ? 

Claire.  Quite  well.  ( Tite  Marquise  crosses  r.  to  l.  of  Bache- 
lin. Suzanne  advances  to  Claire's  side  and  relieves  her  of  her 
veil  and  nrecdh.) 

Marquise.  [Aside  to  Bachelin.)  Have  you  fulfilled  my  re- 
quest ? 

Bachelin.  Yes,  Madame  la  Marquise.  Following  your  in- 
structions, I  told  Monsieur  Philippe  that  when  the  marriage 
had  been  concluded  it  seemed  to  you  to  be  but  Just  to  acquaint 
Madame  Derblay  with  the  true  condition  of  her  fortune,  and 
to  inform  her  at  once  of  her  ruin  and  the  disinterestedness  of 
her  husband.  But  I  must  tell  you  that  I  found  Monsieur 
Philippe  stoutly  opj^osed  to  any  such  revelation.     (Suzanne 
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a'osses  and  goes  off  by  door  v..)  He  refuses  to  have  his  yonng 
wife  cross  the  threshold  of  his  house  in  the  belief  that  she  is 
less  well  ofl'  than  she  was  formerly.  (Octave  comes  down  to  r. 
o/Clauxe.)  Aud  he  charges  me  to  beseech  you  to  renounce 
your  project. 

Marquise.  I  must  confess  he  astonishes  me  more  and  more. 
He  possesses  a  breadth  of  insight  and  an  elevation  of  character 
that  ai-e  surprising.     He  is  truly  an  extraordinary  man. 

Bachelin.  As  I  had  the  honor  of  telling  you,  Madame  la 
Marquise,  when  I  spoke  to  you  of  him  for  the  first  time. 

Marquise.  Yes.  He  is  a  true  gentleman.  "We  have  made  a 
happy  choice.  (Claire  rises.)  Let  us  hope  that  my  daughter 
will  know  how  to  appreciate  him  as  sincerely  as  we  do. 
(OcTATE  joins  Marquise  mid  Bachelin.)  But  see  how  very 
pale  she  is!  (T/te  Due  comes  down  to  r.  rf  Claire.  The 
Baronne  turns  up  stage  to  sofa  l.) 

Due.  {To  Claire.)  Claire,  be  generous  : — tell  me  that  yovi 
pardon  me.  (Octave  and  the  Marquise  turn  vp  stage  to  fire- 
place. Athenais  rises.  Bachelin  turns  vp  stage  to  sofa  r. 
Suzanne  enters  and  a-osses  to  icindow  ichere  Octave  joins  her.) 

Claire.  {Glancing  firmly  at  Dvc.)  All  is  forgotten.  I  love 
my  husband. 

Due.  { With  a  smile. )  I  only  hope  you  are  sincere  in  saying 
so. 

Claire.  {Passing  before  Due  and  turning  up  stage  to  fire-place^ 
■where  the  Baronne Joms  her.)     Adieu,  Due. 

Due.  Au  revoir,  Claire.  {Comes  down  r.  The  Baron,  leav- 
ing the  group  at  fire-place,  joins  him.) 

Baron.  AVell,  are  you  going,  Due  ?   ^^l^v-    ^  <t    /  ■  / '    ' 

Due.  {Lightb/. )  Yes.  I  have  nothing  fui-ther  to  do  heie.  It 
is  the  husband's  turn  now. 

B.vRON.  Ah-ha,  you  seem  a  trifle  bitter.  Come  now,  admit 
that  you  regretted  to  see  Claire  man-ied. 

Due.  Regretted  ?     Do  you  fancy  me  that  sort  of  man  ? 

Baron.  My  dear  boy,  that  is  a  very  pretentious  response. — 
But,  since  you  consider  yourself  such  a  conqueror,  what  do 
you  think  of  Monsieur  Derblay?  Think  you  he  has  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  man  who  would  allow  his  wife  to  be  tiifled  with? 

\^Enter  Moulinet  by  door  r.,  and  joins  Bachelin.] 

Due.  (Scornfully.)  Pshaw!  Ever  since  Vulcan's  time,  no 
blacksmith  lias  had  a  show  ! 

Baron.  All  the  same,  I  caution  you  to  look  out  for  the  ham- 
mer!  [Turns  upstage  to  chimney-j>hice.  The  Due  shrugs  his 
shoidilei'S  in  siTe)ice Tfnd'm ee?.^l^Toi'i.TSET,  who  comes  down  to  l.  of 
Due.) 

Due.  We  will  leave  here  when  you  are  ready. 

MouTiiN'ET.  I'm  not  the  one  that's  keeping  you  What  a  re- 
cejjtion!     I  counted  upon  meeting  the  entire  gentry  of  the 
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country  side,  and  there's  not  so  mucli  as  a  cat  here  !  {Athenais 
leaves  the  group  before  the  fire  place  with  Claire  ;  they  come  down 
together,  Claire  to  l.  ) 
-  —  Athenais.  You  have  nothing  left  to  desire. — Yon  love  and 
are  loved  in  return.  Promise  me  that  you  will  think  of  me  in 
your  joys  and  sorrows, — one  always  has  some  of  the  latter,  no 
matter  how  favored  one  may  be.  {The  Marquise  goes  to  l.  of 
chair  vhich  is  before  sofa  r.  Tlie  Due  approaches  her  and  kisses 
the  hand  she  gives  him.)  Be  sure  that  I  shall  share  them,  if  only 
in  spirit. 

Claire.  I  appreciate  your  friendship  at  its  just  value.  But 
happiness  seeks  no  confidants  ;  I  shall  be  hap2)y  without  men- 
tioaing  it. 
"-—  Athenais.  (Smiling.)  I  shall  come  to  see  you  very  soon. 
(Aside.)  Indomitable  spirit !  {She  takes 'Movltnki's  arm  and 
exits  R.,  followed  by  the  Due,  the  Baron  and.  Bachelin.) 

Claire.  {Trembling  witli  sujypressed  emotion.)  They  shall  not 
see  me  weep !    /      ,  ,    ^.  ,^  •  y      v  -■■ 

Marquise.  {Coming  down  to  e.  o/"  Claire.)  Well,  my  darling, 
the  time  has  come  for  me  to  leave  you.  My  rfde  of  mother  is 
over  ;  you  are  mistress  of  your  own  future.  Have  I  not  done 
all  in  my  power,  all  that  depended  upon  me  to  render  you  happy  ^ 

Claire.  [With,  effort.)  Yes,  deirest  mother. — Have  no  anx« 
iety,  no  inquietude  upon  that  score.  {In  choking  tones.)  Ah, 
do  noj  unnerve  me  !  Can  you  not  see — Go,  go  ;  leave  me.  I 
will  see  you  to-morrow  !  (Octave  comes  down  to  r.  of  Marquise 
and  offers  her  his  arm.  Claire  embraces  the  Marquise.  Exeunt 
OcFAVE  <in'i  Marquise  by  door  r.  —  Aside.)  I  am  stifling  !  {The 
Baronne  co7nes  down  to  l.  o/"  Claire,  Suzanne  to  r.) 

Suzanne.  Sister,  it  is  a  popular  belief  in  this  province  that  a 
flower  taken  from  a  bride's  bouquet  insures  happiness  to  the 
possessor,  if  ho  or  she  loves  the  bride.  Now,  1  love  you  ten- 
derly.    Will  you  permit  me  to  take  one  of  these  flowers  ? 

Claire.  (Bitterly.)  If  these  flowers  insure  happiness,  they 
arc  useless  to  me.  Take  them — take  them  all !  (Tears  off  the 
fioirers,  hands  them,  to  Suzanne,  and  turns  up)  stage.) 

Suzanne.  {With  emotion.)  You  do  not  seem  to  value  these 
fl  jwers,  — yeb  it  was  my  brother  who  gave  you  them. 

Baronne.  (Leading  Suzanne  toward  door  e.,  while  Claire 
comes  doivn  and  throics  herself  into  eafiy-chair,  l.)  Do  not  mind 
her,  mv  dear  ;  she  needs  rest  and  calm.  Do  not  grieve  ;  take 
your  bouquet  ;  it  will  surely  serve  you  as  a  model  one  of  these 
days. 

Suzanne.   (At  doom)     Good-night,  Madame. 

Baronne.  (Kissing  Suzanne's  forehead.)  Good  night,  my 
dear.     (&vY  Suzanne.      The  Bx-RoysNF.  closes  the  door.) 

Baronne.  ((hming  down  centre.)  What  are  you  thinking  of! 
You  have  wounded  that  poor  child  and  for  no  earthly  reason. — 
What  is  it  ?     Speak  !     [Approacltes  Cl.ure.) 
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Claire.  (Wildli/.)  Good  heavens,  do  you  not  see  how  I  suf- 
fer? Can  you  not  understand  that  I  am  beside  myself? 
(Baronne  recoils  ceyitre.)  In  a  moment  all  you  whom  I  love 
will  have  left  me,  and  I  shall  remain  alone  in  this  great,  strange 
house,  AMio  will  support  me  then  ;  to  whom  shall  I  turn?  The 
bonds  winch  bound  me  to  the  past  are  severed  ;  all  that  could 
attract  me  to  the  future  is  vanished. 

Bakonxe.  [Coming  to  b..  of  CijMbs:..)  You  grieve  as  though 
you  were  indeed  an  abandoned  creatui-e.  Will  you  not  always 
have  the  old-time  affections  ?  And  are  you  not  going  to  add 
new  ones  to  them,  sincere  and  devoted  ?  Your  husband  is  here  ; 
he  adores  you.     Have  confidence. 

Claire.  Ah  !  If  you  only  knew  what  is  passing  within  me  ! 
{She  rises.)  This  marrige  which  I  have  sought,  in  spite  of  all, 
with  the  fury  of  outraged  pride,  now  that  it  is  accomplislied, 
fills  me  with  horror!  (Baronne  recoils  centre.)  I  would  give  my 
life  to  fly  from  this  man  who  is  my  husband.  ( Goes  to  Baronne 
and  Jiings  Iter  cirms  about  her.)  Stay!  Do  not  leave  me, — re- 
main here  !  He  ^ill  not  dare  to  come  so  long  as  you  are  with 
me  ! 

Baronne.  Merciful  heaven  !  Y^'ou  terrify  me.  Perhaps  your 
mother  has  not  yet  left  the  house.     Shall  I  call  her  back  ? 

Claire.  {Quickly.)  Xo  !  It  is  from  her  of  all  that  I  wish  to 
hide  myself.  She  must  never  suspect  my  fears  nor  guess  my 
despair.  {Loosens  hei'  embrace.)  All  that  has  happened  has 
taken  place  in  accordance  with  my  wish  ; — I,  alone,  must  bear 
the  consequences.  My  weakness  is  inexcusable.  Do  not  fear 
for  me  !     I  shall  not  give  way  again. 

B.ARON-NE.    But  I 

Claire.  [Firmh/.)  Go,  rejoin  your  husband  without  apjDre- 
hension.  Kiss  me,  and  let  every  word  that  has  escaped  my 
lips  be  forgotten  by  you  when  you  cross  the  threshold  of  this 
chamber.     Promise  me  that ! 

Baron-nth.  I  promise.  (Baron^ne  embraces  Claire.)  I  shall 
see  you  to-morrow.     {Goes  to  door  r.) 

Claire.  To-morrow. 

Baronn-e.  (Upon  the  threshold.)     Poor  Claire  ! [Exit -r. 

{The  sound  made  bi/  the  closing  door  causes  Claire  to  make  a 
feint  to  follow  the  Baron'Ne;  but  she  commands  herself  and  sits 
upon  ottoman.) 

Claire.  Alas !  It  is  all  over  now.  All  my  illusions  have 
vanished,  and  I  see  the  truth  at  last.  I  no  longer  even  belong 
to  myself.  I  must  henceforth  live  bound  to  a  man  who,  at 
any  moment,  may  force  his  way  into  my  presence,  armed  with 
his  rights,  and  say  to  me, — Obey  !— To 'me  !  who  have  always 
been  free  and  respected  in  every  wish.  (In  despair.)  Ah  ! 
would  it  not  be  better  to  disappear  altogether?  [She  rises.) 
My  God  !  {Goes  to  the  window  and  opens  it.)  How  calmly  tha 
lake  gleams  in  the  moon's  rays  !     There,  at  least,  is  reiDOse, 
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oblivion!  (Closing  window  abriqyth/,)  No!  That  would  occa- 
sion an  odious,  a  degrading  vscandal, — expose  me  to  vulgar 
curiosity.  (Comes  down  centre.)  Anything  rather  than  that! 
— Oh,  miserable  craven,  he  who  has  betrayed  me  !  More  mis- 
erable, more  craven  still,  he  who  has  accepted  me  for  his  wife ! 
— Hark!  (She  listens  in  an  agony  of  suspense.)  Footstei3S  ! 
{She  recoils  toward  chair  before  sofaix,)  It  is  he!  {Catches  at 
chair  to  support  herself.) 

[Enter  Philippe  Deeblay  by  door  Jj.  and  advances  as  far  as  sofa 
L.,  where  hep)auses  irresolute.^ 

Philippe.  (Timidly.)  "Will  you  permit  me  to  approach  you ? 
For  the  first  time  we  are  alone,  and  my  heai-t  is  full,  almost 
too  fall  for  uttemnce.  (Advances  a  step  between  the  fre-place 
and  the  ottoman.)  Until  this  moment  I  have  not  dared  to  speak, 
for  I  should  have  but  lamely  expressed  my  feelings.  (He  ad- 
vances a  step. )  My  entii-e  life  has  been  passed  in  labor,  there- 
fore I  beseech  you  to  be  indulgent.  Believe  me,  the  utterance 
of  my  heart  is  more  potent  than  that  of  my  lips.  Often 
enough  you  have  seen  me  come  to  you,  stammer  a  few  words, 
then  lapse  into  silence.  (Passes  to  centre  in  front  of  fireplace.) 
I  dreaded  lest  I  might  appear  too  bold  or  too  timid,  and  the 
fear  paralyzed  me.  At  such  times  I  have  been  content  to  listen 
to  you,  and  your  voice  has  been  as  sweet  to  my  ear  as  song  of 
bird.  (He  ap>proaches  QiihJR-Ei.)  I  have  lost  myself  in  contem- 
plating you,  have  been  oblivious  to  all  while  my  eyes  followed 
you  as  you  paced  to  and  fro  upon  the  terrace,  kissed  by  a  sun- 
beam,— so  profoundly  have  you  entered  into  my  being,  so  ab- 
jectly do  I  love  you.  You  have  become  my  only  thought,  my 
hope,  my  life  1  Then  Judge  of  my  rapture,  now  that  I  see  you 
here,  close  to  my  heart, — mine  forever  more !  (He  takes 
Claiee's  hand.) 

Claire.  (Withdrawing  and  coming  down  to  l.  of  chair  L.) 
Have  mercy.  Monsieur  1 

Philippe,  ( Coming  down  to  e.  of  chair  'which  is  before  sofa,  e. 
offire-jylace.)  "What  is  the  matter?  Am  I  so  unfortunate  as  to 
have  displeased  you  by  my  words  ? 

Claiee.  (Gently.)  Do  not  repeat  them  now.  You  must  see 
that  my  misery  is  profound.     (Sits  vpon  chair.) 

Philippe.  (Passing  to  l.  of  Claiee  and  taking  her  right  hand.) 
Yes,  you  are  pale,  trembling. — Am  I  the  cause  ?  (He  drops 
Claiee's  hand.) 

Claire.   (After  a  inoment. — Faintly.)     Yes. 

Philippe  (Recoiling  to  cliair  in  front  of  sofa,  r.  of  fire-place.) 
I  beg  you  to  be.  reassured.  Can  you  not  feel  that  my  only  de- 
sire is  not  to  displease  you  ?  What  must  I  do  ? — Command ; — I 
obey  with  pleasure,  since  I  love  you  so ! 

Claiee.  (With  a  sad  smile.)  If  you  love  me,  then — be  gen- 
erous and 
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Philippe.  {Gmth/.)  Why  do  yon  hesitate?  Do  you  wish 
me  to  leave  you  ?  Does  it  please  yon  to  impose  this  test  upon 
me?  {Recedes  us  far  as  ottoman.)  I  submit  to  it,  if  such  be 
your  will. 

Claire.  [Rising  and  advancing  to -r.  of  ottoman,  c.)  Yes, — it 
will  be  a  favor  to  me.  The  many  emotions  through  which  I 
have  passed  to-day  have  made  me  ill.  I  need  rest  in  order  to 
collect  myself.  To-morrow,  later, — I  will  explain  all  to  you, 
when  I  have  recovered, — am  surer  of  myself. 

Philippe.  [Parsing  to  Jj.  of  ottoman.  —  Affect ionateh/.)  AVliat 
can  you  tell  me  to-morrow,  or  later,  that  I  cannot  hear  to-night  ? 
Ar3  not  our  lives  henceforth  inseparable?  Our  path  is  all 
traced  out  for  us, — you  to  be  confiding  and  sincere  ;  I,  devoted 
and  patient.  I  assure  you  I  am  ready  to  fulfil  my  duty.  Are 
you  like-minded  ? 

Cl\ire.  (Embarrassed.)  Permit  me  to  tell  you  that  confi- 
dence is  not  to  be  won  in  a  moment.  It  is  scarcely  yet  two 
hours  since  I  became  your  wife.  Unfortunately  my  life  dates 
farther  back.  It  has  been  made  a  term  of  unalloyed  happi- 
ness, during  which  I  luive  been  free  to  think  aloud  or  to  be 
silent  at  my  pleasure.  I  have  never  been  forced  to  utter 
a  falsehood.  My  troul)les,  and  I  have  had  them,  as  you  must 
know,  have  been  divined  and  respected.  It  has  been  under- 
stood that  memory  could  not  be  instantly  effaced.  In  a  word, 
I  have  beea  spoiled,  I  have  never  been  urged  to  smile  when 
my  heart  was  sad. — If  now  I  must  r-esign  myself  to  dissimula- 
tion before  you,  at  least  grant  ma  le  time  to  habituate  myself 
to  the  constraint. 

Philippe.  [Crossing  to  l.  o/" Claire.  —  Qxirkb/.)  I  beg  you, 
do  not  add  another  word.  You  do  me  wrong.  Be  assured 
that  you  will  never  have  a  tenderer  or  more  devoted  friend 
than  I.  In  marrying  you,  I  have  assumed  my  share  of  your 
burdens,  and  it  shall  be  my  happiest  duty  to  cause  yon  to  for- 
get them.  If  you  have  been  deceived  in  the  past,  have  faith 
in  the  future.  Far  from  me  be  the  thought  of  imposing  my 
love  upon  you  !  All  that  I  ask  of  you  is  to  be  permitted,  by 
dint  of  care  and  tenderness,  to  assist  you  to  come  off  conqueror 
over  yourself.  Therein  resides  my  sole  ambition.  And  since 
you  stand  in  need  of  repose,  of  solitude,  remain  by  yourself, 
f  .-ee  and  tranquil  as  you  were  yesterday.  [FTe  recedes  to  sofa  l. 
of  fire- 1  dace.)  I  will  retire;  it  is  better  so,  since  such  is  your 
will.  [He  adrances  to  Claire  and  takes  lier  right  hand.)  To- 
morrow we  will  meet  again  !  [H3  kisses  her  hroir  ;  thm,  overcome 
icitu  emotion,  he  folds  her  in  his  arms.)  Ah,  if  yon  only  knew 
liow  I  love  you  ! 

Claire.   [Repelling  him  angrily.)     Leave  me,  Monsieur! 

Philippe.  [Holding  her  an  instant  before  him,  stupefied.) 
Claire  ! 
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Claire.  [Wrenchiyig  herself  from  liini,  recoiling  to  r.  of  chair 
and  turning  her  back  upon  him.)     Ah  !   do  not  approach  me! 

Philippe.  {Recoiling  to  chair  before  sofa  r.)  You  repulse  me 
with  violence,  with  horror  !  "What  has  taken  place  within  you  ? 
[Becoming  excited.)  This  is  not  the  mere  alarm  of  modesty, — 
it  is  aversion,  disgust!  {Advances  upon  Claire,  to  r.)  Stay! 
I  recall  your  words  now,  and  I  dread  lest  I  understand  them 
aright. — Having  been  tlie  victim  of  a  base  deception,  there  yet 
remains  something  more  than  bitterness  in  your  heart.  (Claire 
comes  down  l.)     Perhaps  you  feel  some  regret! 

Claire.  {Faintly.)  Monsieur! — {She  turns  up  stage  abruptbj 
toward  fire-place  and  pauses  between  the  sofa  l.  and  the  ottoman. 
VmiiiP'PTS,  bars  her  passage.  She  then  comes  down  again  ton.  of 
chair  L.) 

Philippe.  {Authoritatively .)  Oh  !  listen  to  me.  The  hour 
for  plain,  frank  explanation  has  come.  Your  attitude  toward 
me  fills  me  with  sus^Dicions  which  must  be  cleared  up.  A  wife 
never  repulses  her  husband  without  a  motive.  In  order  to 
treat  me  as  you  do,  it  must  be  that — ( Comes  down  to  r.  o/" Claire.) 

Claire.   {Turning  iipon  him  haughtily.)     Well, — what? 

Philippe.  [Regarding  her  fixedly.)  That  you  must  still  love 
this  man  who  has  so  shamefully  forsaken  you !  (Claire  turns 
away  and  remains  motionless  and  silent.)  You  have  heard, — 
answer  me !  [Seizes  her  by  the  arm  and  leads  her  violently  for- 
ward.)    I  command  you,  —  speak  ! 

Claire.   {Angrily.)     Well,  and  what  if  such  were  the  case  ? 

Philippe.  {Raising  his  clenched  hands  as  if  to  strike  her.) 
Wretch  !  [His  hands  drop  at  his  sides  and  he  recoils  to  chair  be- 
fore sofa  R.)  No,  no, — it  is  impossible  !  You  only  wish  to  try 
me. — It  is  so,  is  it  not  ? — It  is  some  cruel  jest, — tell  me  that  iu 
is!  [Advances  a  few  steps  suppliantly,  v'ith  extended  hands.) 
Speak  ! — Say  something.  ( Tearfully.)  You  are  silent  ?  [He joins 
Claire,  r.,  sees  her  proud  and  silent,  and  becomes  furious.)  So 
then  it  is  true!  [Takes  a  few  haphazard  steps,  passes  his  hand 
across  his  forehead,  and  returns  to  Claire.)  So  then,  it  was 
with  a  heart  filled  with  the  image  of  another  that  you  have 
consented  to  become  my  wife  i  And  without  a  single  blush, 
you  have  placed  your  hand  in  mine ! — Great  God,  to  what 
depth  of  moral  depravity  have  you  fallen  !  [He  recoils  to  front 
of  chair  before  sofa  r.     Claire  comes  down  l.  ) 

Claire.  [Tti  des]jrdr.)  Ah,  Monsieur,  have  you  not  seen  that 
for  the  last  fortnight  I  have  been  beside  myself?  {Turns  iq? 
stage  c,  a  little  to  l.  of  ottommi.)  Can  you  not  understand  that 
I  have  been  beating  about  a  circle  from  which  there  is  no 
escape  ?  I  have  been  driven  to  do  what  I  have  done  by  an 
irresistible  fatality.  I  must  appear  a  miserable  creature  in 
your  sight,  and  yet  you  can  never  judge  me  so  severely  as  I 
judge  myself.     I  merit  your  anger  and  disdain.     {Advances  to 
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easy-chair  l.) — Stay!  Take  all  that  I  have,  except  myself! 
My  fortune  is  at  your  disposal ;  I  surrender  it  to  you.  Let 
it  be  the  i-ansom  for  my  liberty.     (Falls  upon  chair.) 

Philippe.  [Advancing  upon  her  suddenly. )  Your  fortune  ! 
You  offer  it  to  me, — io  me !  (Coldly.)  You  are  mistaken, 
Madame  !  You  fancy  that  you  are  still  dealing  with  the  Due 
de  Bligny ! 

CiiAiKE.  (Springing  to  her  feet.)  Monsieur  ! — {Lap)ses  into 
silence. ) 

Philippe.  [Bitterly.)  Well!  Defend  him! — Why  do  you 
hesitate  ?  It  is  the  least  that  you  can  do  for  him.  (Furiously.) 
Ah!  the  scales  have  fallen  from  my  eyes  at  last !  (Advancing 
toiL'ctrd  Claire.)  It  was  your  scheme  to  marry  a  man  who 
would  be  dependent  upon  you. — Marriage  with  me  was  a  mis- 
alliance, but  then  my  docility  promised  to  compensate  for  the 
meanness  of  my  birth.  If  by  chance  it  should  ever  occur  to 
my  cramped  intelligence  to  revolt  or  assert  my  rights,  you  had 
only  to  stop  my  mouth  with  a  money-bag  !  Merciful  Heaven, 
how  blind  I  must  have  been  not  to  have  seen  the  snare  ! 
(Turns  up  the  stage  to  fire-place,  passing  hetu^een  the  ottoman  and 
the  sofa  l.  )  Dolt  that  I  am  never  to  have  suspected  the  cun- 
ning intrigue, — and  then  to  have  come  here,  breathless  and 
trembling,  to  proffer  my  declaration  of  love  !  Do  you  regard 
me  as  a  madman  or  a  clown  ?  a  cynic  or  a  knave  ? — But  then, 
I  have  your  fortune,  have  I  not  ?  I  have  been  well  paid,  and 
have  no  right  to  complain.  (Bursts  into  a  wild  laugh  which 
ends  ^?^  sobs.  He  throws  himself  upon  sofa  u.,  and  conceals  his 
face  iti  his  hands.) 

Claire.  [Stupefied.)  Monsieur! — [SJie  takes  a  step  toward 
Philippe  and  pauses.) 

Philippe.  (  Weeping.)  In  one  moment  you  have  wrecked  all 
my  hapx^iness  !— and  I  weep,  Madame,  I  weep.  (He  rises  and 
stands  c.  before  fire-place.  Claire  passes  to  l.  of  easy-chair.) 
But  enough  of  this  weakness.  You  have  sought  to  purchase 
your  liberty  ; — I  give  it  you  gratis.  Best  assured  I  shall  never 
disturb  it.  All  bonds  between  us  are  severed.  However,  as  a 
public  separation  would  entail  a  scandal  which  I  do  not  de- 
serve to  suffer,  I  beseech  you  to  spare  me  that.  "We  will  live 
side  by  side,  yet  totally  isolated.  Yet,  as  I  do  not  wish  that  the 
slightest  misunderstanding  should  exist  between  us,  listen  to 
what  I  have  to  say.  The  day  will  come  when  you  will  realize 
that  you  have  been  more  unjust  than  cniel.  Then,  perhaps, 
you  will  seek  to  retract  all  that  you  have  done,  but  I  declare 
to  you  now  that  it  will  then  be  too  late !  Were  I  to  see  you 
grovelling  at  my  feet,  inii)loring  my  pardon,  I  would  have  no 
word  of  pity  to  bestow  upon  you.— Farewell,  Madame.  There 
is  your  apartment  [Points  to  second  door  b..)  ;  yonder  is  mine. 
[Points  to  door  l.)   From  to-day  you  exist  for  me  only  in  name ! 
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(Olaike  boii^s  he)'  head  and  in  silence  crosses  slowly  to  door  R.  and 
(xits,  closing  the  door  behind  her.  Philippe  icatches  her  anxiously 
until  she  disappears. ) 

Philippe.  [In  anguish.)  What !  Not  a  word,  not  one 
glance! — No  repentance,  no  pity!  {Angrily.)  Ah!  Proud, 
unyielding  spirit,  though  I  adore  you,  yet  will  I  break  you  I 

Curtain. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE.  —  Tlie  principnl  Salon  in  the  hof/se  of  Philippe  Dkrblay, 
at  Pont-Avesnes.  A  large  hay-window  at  hack  opening  vpon 
the  terrace  and  affording  a  view  of  the  Park.  The  furniture 
is  of  the  Louis  XIV.  period.,  gilded  wood  with  Auhusson  ta- 
pestry. At  first  entrance  l.  a  window  with  drapery ;  at  first 
entrance  R.  a  door  ;  at  second  entrance  R.  and  !>.  false  doors  ; 
at  secoyid  entrance  upon  hoth  sides  a  pier-table  with  mirror. 
U2wn  each  pier -table  a  Chinese  vase  bearing  a  large  bouquet 
of  moss  roses.  At  first  entrance  l.  a  chair  ;  at  second  entrance 
L.  a  sofa  icith  a  chair  before  it.  At  first  entrance  R.  two  easy- 
chairs.  On  either  side  of  the  bay-window,  a  small  chair  and 
an  easy-chair. 

As  the  curtain  rises  the  Baron  de  Prefont  is  discovered 
seated  in  chair  at  first  entrance  Jj.',  Suzanne  at  l.  cf  sofa, 
vpon  u'hich  Claire  and  the  Baronne  <tre  seeded ;  Bachelin 
sits  in  chair  near  the  sofa  ;  Octave  stands  behind  Bachelin's 
chair.  MouLiNET  stands  alone  c.  Athena'is  sits  upon  chair 
near  the  draped  window  ;  to  her  r,  stands  the  Due,  and  just 
behind  him  De  Pontac.  Philippe  leans  upon  the  first  easy- 
chair  R. 

All.  Bravo,  hravo,  Monsieur  Moiilinet ! 

Moulinet.  ( To  Claire  )  And  I  shall  conclncle,  Madame,  1)y 
wishing  yon,  upon  this,  the  anniversary  of  Sainte-Claire,  long 
life  and  continued  happiness  — which  is  at  once  a  reijroach  to 
celibates  and  a  lesson  to  married  folks  ! 

Due.   [Aside ^)     A  very  neat  insinuation  ! 

Moulinet.  Ever  received  by  you  with  that  grace  which  is 
your  chief  characteristic,  your  house  has  become  to  me  the 
abode  of  my  choice  (Smiling.) — er, — that  is,  it  is  always  with 
renewed  pleasure  that  I  bring  you  the  tribute  of  my  sincere 
admiration. 

All.  Bravo!     [All  rise  e.rcept  the  'Ba-ro^s;]!^.     Athena'is  comes 
down  to  R.  of  Moulinet,  ?r^o  comes  down    c.      The  Due  crosses 
to  back  of  sofa  upon  which  the  Baron'NE  Is  seated. ) 
~  Athknais.  Have  you  finished,  papa  ?     Charming  little    im- 
provisation ! 

MoT'LiNET,  {Aside.)  Improvisation  indeed! — when  I've  been 
pegging  away  at  it  for  the  last  two  days  and  nights !  (Mou- 
linet crosses  to  l.,  and  seats  himself  npon  chair  near  the  window. 
Athenais,  Philippe  ro^r/DE  Pontac  turn  vp  stage  to  second  en- 
trance R.,  11'here  they  form  a  group.) 

Bachelin.  {Coming  down   l  with  Claire  r//  his  n..)    It  is  in- 
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deed  a  joy  to  all  your  friends,  after  their  anxiety  at  your  recent 
illness,  to  find  your  health  re-established. 

Claire.  Thank  you,  my  dear  friend.  (Slie  goes  up  stage  to 
terrace  at  hack.  Suzanne  brings  Moitlinet  a  cvp  of  coffee.  The 
BAKONjom.s  Bachelin,  l.  of  foreground.) 

Baron.  Ah,  my  dear  Bachelin.  I  feel  as  if  I  had  fallen  from 
the  clouds  !  An-ived  only  yesterday  at  Beaulieu,  I  had  no  idea 
of  lunching  here  at  Derblay's,  with  Bligny,  Moulinet  and  Com- 
pany.    So  then  they  are  received  here,  are  they  ? 

Bachelin.  My  dear  Monsieur  le  Baron,  social  exigencies  are 
not  to  be  ignored.  From  the  time  of  Monsieur  Derblay's  mar- 
riage the  pleasant  relations  with  these  people  have  been  main- 
tained,— in  api^earance.  Upon  his  return  to  La  Varenne  after 
the  winter,  Monsieur  Moulinet  put  in  an  appearance  here,  and 
all  I  can  tell  you  is  that  the  doors  were  not  closed  in  his  face. 

Baron.  And  so  the  Due  and  Duchesse  have  followed  in  his 
wake.  (OcTA\\E  t^irns  vp  stage  to  small  table  at  back,  takes  a  cv}! 
of  coffee  and  presents  it  to  the  Baronne.  Suzanne  joins  Claire 
nj)on  terrace.) 

Bachelin.  As  you  see 

Baron.  And  do  they  come  here  often  ? 

Bachelin.  Altogether  too  often  ! 

Baron.  Have  you  noticed 

Bachelin.  I !— Oh,  nothing  !  My  sights  is  poor  ;  even  with 
m^^^pectacles^  I— (Athenats  bursts  into  a  ringing  lavgh.)  But 
how  very  gay  the  Duchesse  is  !  She's  ?q)t  to  be  at  the  wrong 
time,  and  such  things  always  set  my  nei-\^es  on  edge. 

Baron.  From  all  of  which  I  presage  no  good !     {Turns   up 
stage  to  second  entrance  near  Due.     Bachelin  crosses  to  l.) 
...Athenais.  {To  De  Pontac.)    Yes,  Monsieur,  we  have  dancing 
at  La  Varenne  every  Monday. — Should  the  spirit  move  you, — 

De  Pontac.  A  thousand  thanks,  Madame ;  I  shall  improve 
the  opportunity.  And  with  your  permission  I  will  bring  some 
of  my  fellow-officers. 

AxHENAifs.  I  shall  be  charmed  !  We  have  military  music,  you 
know. — Oh,  by-the-by,  Monsieur  de  Pontac,  you  have  promised 
to  present  me  to  your  sister,  Madame  de  Lavardens. 

De  Pontac.  At  any  time  most  agreeable  to  you. 

AthenaYs.  kwj  time  means  never. — Let  us  say  to-morrow. 

De  Pontac.  {Boicing.)  With  pleasure.  {Crosses  toward '^Iojjli- 
vET. )     Charming  woman  ! 

Moulinet.    {Graciously.)     My  daughter.  Monsieur. 

De  Pontac.  I  congratulate  jovl.-  {Tm-n^  vp  stage  toward 
Claire  and  Suzanne.) 

Baron.  ( To  Moulinet.  )  You  are  positively  radiant  this  morn- 
ing, Monsieur  Moulinet.  (Philippe  and  Athenais  turn  vp  stage. 
Claire  and.  Suzanne  come  down  centre,  Suzanne  to  l.  o/" Claire.) 

Moulinet.  {Rising,  cup  in  hand.)  It's  wholly  due  to  my 
congenial  surroundings.    {Approaches  Baron  and  Bachelin.) 
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Such  a  charming  reunion !  What  a  metamorphosis  in  eight 
short  months  !  Everything  is  so  gay  and  smiling,  it  is  need- 
less to  tell  me  that  happiness  abides  in  this  house.  / 

Baron.   At  all  events  when  you  are  here.     (,-,r-vt-  »    '•"  ' 

MouLiNET.  It's  a  fact,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  all  this  luxury, 
these  fetes  enchant  me  !  I  feel  that  I  am  in  my  proper  ele- 
ment. I  was  born  for  high  life.  My  tastes  protest  against  the 
injustice  of  my  extraction.  ( The  Due  comes  down  to  back  of  easy- 
chairs,  R.) 

B.AROX.  Your  personal  charm  and  amiable  spirit  have  long 
since  driven  all  that  into  oblivion.  [He  turns  vj)  stage  to  back 
\riih  Suzanne.      Theif  exeunt  upon  terrace.)  .  • 

MouLiNET.  (To  Bachelin.)  What  a  delightful  man  that 
Baron  is  !  There's  a  son-in-law  for  you  worth  having  !  (Bache- 
lin turns  up  stage  and  joins  Philippe  and  Aihena'is  upon  the  ter- 
race. The  Dug  ajyproaches  Claire.  Moulinet  crosses  and  comes 
down  R.) 

Due.  {Aside  to  Claire.)  Claire,  why  are  you  sad?  Surely 
your  birthday  should  be  a  day  of  joy  for  you. 

Claire.  I  am  not  sad  At  all  events,  what  difference  could 
it  make  to  you  if  I  were  ? 

Due.  Nothing  that  affects  you  can  be  indifferent  to  me ! 
{ChAiKE glances  at  Dvcfor  an  instant,  then  motions  to  the  Baronne, 
iL'ho  rises  and  accompanies  her  up  stage  to  back.) 

Moulinet.  {Approaching  Due.)  Monsieur  le  Due,  one  mo- 
ment, please.  I  notice  with  chagrin  that  you  are  abusing  your 
relations  with  Monsieur  Derblay. 

Due.   {Indiferently.)     Pray,  how  so  ? 

Moulinet.  By  paying  court  to  his  wife.  (Moulinet  and  the 
Due  come  down  together.) 

Due.  Has  your  daughter  done  me  the  honor  to  complain  ? 

Moulinet,  Bless  your  soul,  no !  Your  domestic  economy 
has  gone  to  the  devil.  It's  a  deplorable  state  of  things,  but 
Athenais  doesn't  seem  to  care  a  pin  about  your  fidelity. 

Due.  AVell,  then? 

Moulinet.  I  am  the  one  who  complains.  Monsieur  Derblaji 
will  get  wind  of  your  intrigues  sooner  or  later;  then  there'll  bo 
a  quarrel  between  you  and  he  will  kill  you  as  easily  as  I  can  twist 
the  neck  of  a  sparrow.   (Servants  remove  the  cofee-service  at  back.) 

Due.  {Laughing.)  Peace,  perturbed  spirit !  My  attention 
to  Madame  Derblay  is  simple  gallantry,  nothing  more.  (Phi- 
lippe, with  Athenais  i(po7i  his  arm,  enters  at  back  and  comes  down 
R.  Claire  enters  at  back,  followed  by  the  Baronne,  and  comes 
doioi  L.)  You  need  pass  no  sleepless  nights  on  that  score.  At 
all  events,  you  need  not  worry  yourself  about  me  until  I  re- 
quest you  to. 

Moulinet.   Eh ! 

Dug.  You'll  only  wind  up  by  compromising  me.  {He  go3s  z<j? 
stage  and  exits  by  ten-ace.) 
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MouLlNET.  Perhaps  that  is  the  wisest  thing  I  coukl  do  under 
the  circumstances  !     {Follows  the  Due  off  at  hack.) 

Athenais.  (7b  Philippe.)  What  a  fashion  you  have  of  ex- 
plaining things  that  pertain  only  to  yourself  !  (Claire  watches 
Philippe  and  Athenais  anxioualy . ) 

Baronne.   ( To  Claire.  )     What  is  the  matter  ? 

Claire.  Nothing. 

Baronne.  [Aside.)      All,    but  there   is   something! 

[Enter  Suzanne  at  hack,  followed  hy  Octave.] 

Suzanne.   (Gaily.)     Philippe! 

Philippe.  Well,  my  child  ? 

Suzanne.  The  dancing  on  the  lawn  is  about  to  begin  I    Will 
you  not  join  us  ?  (Suzanne  and  Octave  ecceunt  at  hack.) 
— Athenais.   {To  Philippe.)     I  claim  you  for  the  first  waltz, 
Monsieur  Derblay !     {Going  to  e.   of  Claire.)     Are  you  not 
coming  ? 

Claire.  {Gloomily.)     I  think  Philippe  will  suffice. 

ATHENAifs.  {Smiling.)  Are  you  annoyed  that  I  claim  your 
husband  ?     Can  it  be  that  you  are  a  little  bit  jealous  ? 

Claire.  {With  suppressed  anger.)  I — jealous  !— No,  I  am 
fatigued,  that  is  all.  (Philippe  offers  his  arm  to  Athenais  ; 
they  are  ahoid  to  turn  np  stage.)     Philippe  ! 

Philippe.  {Returning  to  CtiMKE.)  What  is  the  matter ?  Are 
you  ill  ?    Do  you  desire  anything  ? 

Claire.  {Between  her  clenched  teeth.)  No,  I  am  not  ill,  and 
desire  nothing. -^Go  I 

\Exeunt  Philippe  and  Athenais  at  hack.  The  Baronne  comes 
doum  hehind  easy -chair,  first  entrance,  R.  Claire  crosses  to 
first  entrance  l.,  tearing  a  flower  to  pieces  in  her  hands,  and 
throws  herself  vpon  sofa.  Music  outside  continues  chafing  fol- 
lowing scene.] 

Claire.   {Dejected.)     Ah! 

Baronne.  AVhat  does  all  this  mean  ?  I  find  the  Due  paying 
you  gallant  attention  and  your  husband  at  command  of 
Atlit-naifs  I — Have  you,  then,  such  confidence  in  this  Duchesse 
Moulinet  ? 

Claire.  {Rising  and  coming  down  to  foreground,  R.)  I  have 
confidence  in  my  husband. 

Baronne.  Oh,  these  husbands  ! — they're  all  alike.  After 
they  have  broken  our  hearts,  they're  overwhelm.ed  with  regret ; 
— but  the  fact  remains  all  the  same.     {She  comes  down  l.) 

Claire.  Why  do  you  tell  me  this  ? 

Baronne.  Because — {With  sudden  resolution.) — because  you 
are  not  frank  with  me,  because  you  are  concealing  some  secret 
from  me,  because  you  suffer  and  I  cannot  bear  to  stand  by  and 
see  you ! 

Claire.  {With  nervous  gaiety.)  I?  Why  should  I  suffer? 
I  live  in  the  midst  of  luxury,  bustle,  and  animation.    My  family 
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adore  me,  friends  STirronnd  me,  and  my  husband  grants  me  my 
liberty.  You  know  that  such  has  always  been  my  dream. 
\Miy  should  I  suffer?     (Bakonne  approaches  Claire,  c.) 

Bakoxne.  Ah,  but  your  former  dream  is  your  desjjair  to-day. 
Your  Imsband  grants  you  your  liberty,  but  he  reserves  his  own, 
and  when  you  see  him  with  any  other  woman, — no,  you  are  not 
hajipy ! 

Claire.  (Abriipttly.)  ^Yell,  yes,  it  is  true;  I  am  unhappy! 
And  it  is  justice. 

Baro^tne.   {Stupefied.)     But  your  husband 

Claire.  Ah,  do  not  accuse  him !  He  is  the  most  generous 
of  men.     I,  alone,  am  guilty  ! 

Baroxne.  AYhat  has  happened '?  ( TJiey  come  down  c.  tocjether. ) 

Claire.  Happened ! — Do  you  recall  the  night  of  my  mar- 
riage? Y^'ou  were  the  last  to  leave  me. — Well,  after  you  went, 
my  husband  came,  and  tliis  man  who  adored  me, — can  you  be- 
lieve me  ? — I  rejjulsed  him,  drove  him  from  me  ! 

Baronxe.  Claire ! 

Claire.  Upon  being  treated  so  harshly,  his  anger  was  ter- 
rible. I  had  flattered  myself  that  I  could  master  him, — when 
suddenly  he  became  transformed  in  my  eyes,  so  grand  in  his 
j)ride  and  disdain  did  he  appear.  I  discovered  then  what  sort 
of  man  he  was  in  reality.  A  gleam  of  sense  crossed  me, — but 
too  late  ! — for  he  had  severed  forever  the  bonds  which  united  us. 
[She  sinkii  into  arm-chair,  R.    Tlie  Baroxne  ^^^/sses  to  l.  of  chair.) 

Baronxe.   But  the  following  day  ? 

Claire.  The  following  day  I  fell  ill  unto  death.  Oh,  if  I 
had  but  known  then  what  he  has  been  to  me!  [RapdurouRli/.) 
For  one  whole  month,  night  and  day,  he  struggled  with  Deat-li 
for  .possession  of  me!  And  that  lam  alive  to-day,  I  owe  to 
him.  [Slie  rises  avd  comes  doini  c.  with  Bakoxxe.)  I  know  not 
what  has  taken  place  within  me,  for  I  find  myself  no  longer  the 
same  person.  I  luu:£..a:attti^nad-to  life  with  different  sentiments, 
diffei'eiit  thoughts.  Cah  it  be  gratitude  for  his  eare,  or  ad- 
miration for  his  character?  ^Yhatever  it  may  be,  I  am  irre- 
sistibly attracted  to  him.  "NYlien  he  is  not  here,  involuntarih' 
I  seek  him  ;  yet  when  he  is  by  my  side,  I  do  not  look  at  him, 
scarcely  see  him.  He  is  so  severe,  so  sad,  that  I  dare  not  ad- 
dress him.  Oh,  if  he  would  only  say  one  word  to  me,  only 
give  me  his  hand  !  I  would  be  so  thankful  that  I  would  throw 
myself  into  his  arms.  (Thi-ows  herse/f  i)ito  ^aho'S'sb'h  arms  and 
rests  her  head  upon  her  shoulder.) 

Baroxxe.  Y'ou  love  him  ? 

Claire.  Y''es.      (She  r<nses  hersef.) 

Baroxxe.  It  is  a  fatal  sign.  A  wife  really  loves  her  Imsband 
only  when  he  has  made  himself  her  master.  The  more  ener- 
getic and  high-si)irited  Philippe  has  shown  himself,  the  more 
surely  have  you  been  vanquished. 

Claire.  Y^es !     And  I  must  submit  to  all  the  consequences 
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of  my  defeat-. — bear  the  presence  of  this  woman,  Athenais, 
who  boldly  flings  herself  at  my  husband,  and  have  neither  the 
power  to  tear  him  from  her,  nor  the  right  to  defend  myself. 
{Passes  to  l.)  But  let  her  beware  !  If  she  goes  too  far — I  shall 
bo  capable  of  committing  some  mad  deed  which  will  prove  the 
min  of  one  or  the  other  of  ns  ! 

Bakonne.  ( Goiiig  to  Claiee.  )  No,  no ;  let  there  be  no  mad- 
ness; rather  wisdom  and  tact.  Yon  have  committed  a-faul.; 
yoii  must  repair  it. 

C'laire,   But  how? 

Bakonne.  Has  the  idea  never  occun-ed  to  yon  of  going  to 
your  husband  and  trying  to  renew  the  brolien  bonTtTS '? 

(^aire.  I  ••have  not  even  dared  to  think  of  such  a  thing  — 
Just  think, — we.  live  here  side  by  side,  and  yet  ^re  more  iso- 
lated than  two  strangers. — Wliat  L— go  to  .him  after  having  re- 
pulsed him? 

Bakonne.  Nevertheless, -ii  is  the  only  course  to  be  pursued. 
A  man  of  your  husband's  stamp  loves  but  once,  and  then  for 
all  eternity.  But  he  is  self-wille^l,  and  you  will  only  succeed 
in  disarming-  him  by  humiliating  yourself  before  him. 

Claire.  [Glowingly.)  Oh,  I  am  ready  to  do  that ! — But  what 
if -he  should  suspect  some  new  caprice  ? 

[77/e  Baron  ajjj^em-s  on  the  terrace  at  back,  j^lakiug  up-pebbles.] 

Baronne.  Of  course  yon  must  await  a  favorable  opportunity. 
If  it  does  not  present  itself,  we  will  invent  one.  {Turns  iqj 
stage  to -first  entrance,  near  easy-chair.)  Aud  to  begin  with,  I 
am  goijig  to  ingrartiate  -myself  between  our  dear  Duohesse  Mou- 
linefc  and  your  husband.  (Claire  turns  up  stage  behind  sofa.) 
Stay  !  Behold  the  Baron — picking  up  pebbles  like  little  Tom 
Thumb  !  There's  a  well-trained  Imsband  for  you !  (Baron 
conies  down  c.)     Baron,  your  arm  ! 

Baron.  I'm  entirely  at  your  service,  my  dear. — Do  you  know 
I  have  made  a  most  curious  discovery  : — I  fancy  the  earth  about 
Pont-Avesnes  contains  alum.  It  really  is  my  duty  to  speak  to 
Monueur  Derblay.  >        '         .  'T 

Baronne.  {Affectionately.)  Yes,  yes,  Baron;  you're  an  an- 
gol !     And  what  is  more,  you're  a  scientific  angel. 

Baron.  Oh,  now  that's  going  too  far  ! 

]3aronne.   Kiss  my  haiKl. 

Baron.  {Tranquillj  kisses  her  hand  and  offers  his  arm.)  With 
pleasure  ! 

Bar  )NNE.   See  you  again    directly,   Claire. 
[Exeunt  Baron  and  Bakonne  at  back.      Upon  reach'mg  the  ter- 
race, they  encounter   the  Dur,   pause  an  instant  to  converse 
'With  him,  then   disappectr  l.] 

Claire.  {Alone.)  Yes,  I  will -kmniliate  myself  !  It  will  prove 
a  sweet  and  welcome  duty.  —But  ho  ; — Will  he  consent  to  par- 
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don  me?  (Drc  comes  down  l.  behind  sofa.)  When  one  lias 
loved  as  he  has  loved,  can  one  forget  ? 

Due.  {Gentlu.)  When  one  has  loved  profoundly,  one  never 
forgets. 

Claire.   {Coming  down  c.)  "Whom  do  you  seek  here  ? 

Due.  You.  [CijMke  turns  up  stage  toward  terrace ;  the  Due 
arrests  her.)  I  beseech  you,  remain.  For  the  past  two  weeks 
you  have  seemed  determined  to  shun  me. 

Claire.  {Disdainfully.)  I? — {She  comes  down  c.  -with  theDvc 
just  behind  her  to  l.) 

Due.  This  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  found  myself  at  lib- 
erty to  speak  to  you. 

Claire.  We  have  nothing  to  say  to  each  other. 

Due.  {Coming  to  e.  of  easri-chcdr.)  Why  will  you  play  the 
hypocrite  with  me  ?  {Very  gently.)  Do  you  hojje  to  conceal 
your  chagrin  from  me  ? 

Claire.    {Coldly.)     I  have  no  chagrin. 

Due.  I  should  be  happy  to  believe  you.  Look  !  At  this  very 
moment  there  are  tears  in  your  eyes.  {Observing  her.)  Pardon 
me,  but  since  this  morning  I  have  noticed  that  you  have  been 
nervous,  restless,  that  you  have  had  the  utmost  diificulty  to 
command  your  feelings — which  is  even  now  the  case.  (Claire 
comes  down  r.,  between  the  two  easy  chairs.)  For  some  reason 
or  other  vou  have  not  ceased  to  watch  vour  husband. 

Claire.  Well? 

Due.  Well, — Monsieur  Derblay  has  had  eyes  for  the  Duch- 
esse  only, — and  you  have  appeared  to  sufier.  Whence  I  con- 
clude that  the  harmony,  which  you  pretend  exists  between 
you  and  him,  is  not  genuine  {Approaches  R.  cf  easy-chair),  and 
that  he  fails  to  appreciate  at  i:s  true  value  the  treasure  which 
chance,  or  rather  my  bad  luck,  has  given  him.  Besides,  a 
thousand  little  things,  of  no  account  in  themselves,  have  oc- 
curred to  me,  and  I  have  an-ived  at  the  conclusion  that  you  do 
not  enjoy,  as  you  insist  you  do,  all  the  hapj^iness  that  you  de- 
sei-ve. 

Claire.  {Firmly. )  If  such  were  the  case,  you  would  be  the 
only  person  who  would  have  no  right  to  avow  it  to  yourself  and 
to  say  it  to  me !  {She  turns  up)  stage  to  be  aivested  by  the  Due, 
and  returning  to  easy-chair,  seats  herself.) 

Due.  {Passionately.)  Claire ! — Do  you  believe  that  a  man 
can  always  be  master  of  his  reason  and  will  ?  Every  sense 
counsels  me  to  remain  aj^art  from  you.  I  ought  to  do  so  for 
the  sake  of  your  repose.  So  I  had  resolved,  and  had  done  all 
in  my  power  to  forget  you.  But  I  have  been  drawn  back  here 
in  s})ite  of  myself.  They  told  me  that  you  were  happy,  and  I 
rejoiced.  {He  app/roaches  Claire's  chair.)  I  had  hoped  that  I 
should  see  you  again  without  danger  to  myself.  Had  you  been 
liappy,  I  might  have  adored  you  from  afar,  without  a  word, 
■without  a  glance  that  would  have  disturbed  your  happiness. 
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But  YOU  suffer  ! — therefore  I  am  no  longer  master  of  myself 
(Passes  hetireen  the  two  chairs  and  copies  doum  c),  and  I  realize 
that  in  all  the  Avorld  you  are  the  only  woman  for  me  ! 

Claike.  {Risivg.)  Indeed? — I  admire  your  impudence! 
[Approadiing  the  Due  icho  has  turned  up  stage  to  l.  of  easy  chair.) 
Having  once  been  able  to  choose  between  a  woman,  whom  you 
said  you  loved,  and  a  fortune  which  you  coveted,  you  have 
not  hesitated  :  you  closed  your  heart  and  opened  your  jjocket ! 
And  having  the  money  to-day,  perhaps  you  w^ould  like  the 
woman  also.  You  are  too  ambitious,  Due  !  Altogether  too 
ambitious.  [Passes  before  the  Due  and  comes  down  l.  Due 
2)asses  to  c.) 

Due.  You  perfectly  well  understand  that  I  have  been  more 
sinned  against  than  sinning.  It  is  true,  I  have  had  to  choose 
between  my  honor  and  my  love,  have  had  to  sacrifice  one  to 
the  other.  But  I  have  suffered  enough,  and  you  have  no  right 
to  rei^roach  me.  [He  comes  down  e.,  a  little  to'B..  CiiAiUE  jmsses 
io-c.) 

Clalre.  Eeproach  you  ?  You  flatter  yourself !  Were  I  to 
experience  any  feeling  whatever  in  regard  to  you,  it  would  be 
a  feeling  of  gratitude  ;  for,  if  I  am  the  wife  of  Monsieur  Der- 
blay,  who  is  as  clever  as  you  are  incompetent,  as  devoted  as 
you  are  egotistical,  who  possesses  all  of  the  good  qualities  which 
you  lack,  and  none  of  the  defects  which  you  have,  do  I  not 
ow^e  it  to  you  ? 

Due.  [With  suppressed  fur  I/.)  Monsieur  Derblay  is,  no  doubt, 
perfect,  but  he  i)ossesses  one  blemish  which  mars  his  perfec- 
tion— at  least,  for  you — he  does  not  love  you ! 

Claire.  [Recoiling  slightly  to  l.  )  Due  ! 

Due.  His  place  is  by  your  side  to-day,  attentive  and  affec- 
tionate.— "Where  is  he  ? — Flirting  with  the  Duchesse  ! 

Claire.  What  you  say  is  infamous  ! 

Due.  It  is  none  the  less  true  !  {Turning  icp  stage  to  Ij.  of  easy 
chair.)     He  disdains  you  ! 

Claire.  [Tm-ning  up  stage  in  front  of  sofa.)  Ah,  enough  of 
this !  I  will  not  listen  to  you  another  moment.  You  build 
your  castle  upon  the  isolation  of  my  hopes,  which  will  never 
be  realized,  I  promise  you. — I  may  be  a  woman  to  be  pitied, 
but  never  to  be  consoled ! 

Due.   [Approaching  her.)  Claire! 

Claire.  Leave  me!  [She  recoils  menacingly.)  One  word 
more,  and  I  summon  help  ! 

Due.  [Boiving. )  I  obey  you,  and  retire. — But  you  will  change 
your  tactics.   [Sardonically.)    I  am  patient, — and  will  wait. 

[Eait  at  hack. 

Claire.  [In  despcdr.)  Merciful  Heaven,  have  I  fallen  so  low 
that  I  am  open  to  insult?  [Crosses  and  goes  to  easy  chair,  B.) 
This,  then,  is  the  result  of  my  madness — lost  happiness  !  men- 
aced honor  !   [Pauses  overwhelmed.) 
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[Enter  the  Marquise   at  back  and  crrtnes  down,  r.] 

Marquise.  Good  morning,  my  darling, 

Claire.   [Going  to  her  joufnUy.)     Ah,  mother  ! 

Marquise.  Are  you  all  alone  ? 

Claire.  {EmharraHsed.)  The  Baronne  has  just  left  me. 
Philippe  is  in  the  park  with  our  guests,  [Thei/  come  down  c, 
Claire  r// R.  of  Marquise.)  "Why  did  you  not  come  earlier? 
You  have  not  been  ill  ? 

Marquise.  Xo,  I  returned  later  than  I  thought  from  a  \isit 
to  my  little  orphans.  {Smiling.)  You  know  I  must  busy  my- 
self about  some  one  now  that  I  have  you  no  longer  with  me. 
Instead  of  one  daughter,  I  have  sixty  babies  to  feed,  clothe, 
and  teach. — Oh,  but  I  am  assisted  in  my  labois  !  Do  you 
know  what  Philipj^e  has  done  ?  Sent  me  ten  thousand  francs, 
yesterday,  in  your  name  and  in  honor  of  your  lurthday  ! — Ah, 
what  a  husband  you  have  !  Y^ou  cannot  love  him  enough,  for 
he  is  the  best  of  men  ! 

Claire.   {Gloomily.)     Y'es,  mother. 

Marquise.  {Turning  and  perceiving  Philippe  at  hack.)  Ah, 
here  he  is  !  (Philippe  comes  down  c.  Marq^se  hastens  to  meet 
htm.     Claire  comes  down  before  easy  chair,  r.  ) 

Philippe.  Marquise  !  I  have  just  been  informed  of  your  ar- 
rival !  [Kisses  her  hand.) 

Marquise.  In  the  name  of  my  little  oiiDhans  I  thank  you  a 
thousand  times,  my  dear  boy  I 

Philippe.  Y^ou  must  thank  your  daughter.  Marquise.  I  am 
but  the  hand  which  executes  (Marquise  comes  down  l.),  she, 
the  heart  that  commands.  (Claire  sits  upon  easy-chair,  r. 
MARQL^SE  beckons  mysteriously  to  Philippe;  he  approaches  her.) 

Marquise.  {Aside  to  Philippe.)  Now,  here  is  the  article 
which  you  requested  me  to  order  from  Paris. — Nay,— give  it 
her  youi-self  !     [Haiids  him  a  jewel-box.) 

Philippe.  {Crossing,  and  pausing  a  Utile  to  l,  of  Claire's 
chair.)  Claire,  accept  my  .souvenir  of  this  day, — (Claire  rises 
witJt  a  joyous  bound  and  takes  the  jeicel-case  from  Philippe,) 
Ha^'ing  been  chosen  by  your  mother,  I  trust  it  will  please  you. 
[At  these  words  Claire  bows  her  head  sadly,  without  opening  the 
cas^.) 

Marquise,  Well,  will  you  not  look  at  it?  'Tis  a  princely 
prift,  my  darling.  (Claire  passes  to  c,  and  opens  the  casc!^) 
Come,  Philippe,  adjust  this  token  of  slavery  yourself.— (Phi- 
lippe co?n.^9  c/o^ru  ^6»  r.  q/"  Claire,  takes  the  necklace  and  fastens 
it  (d)out  Claire's  neck.  The  Marquise  takes  the  case,  placjs  it 
upon  the  pier-table  and  returns.)  Now,  then,  embrace  your  hus- 
band.—Do  I  embarrass  you?— Stay  !  I'm  not  looking.— (Mar- 
quise//o-«s  away  gaily;  Claire,  trembling,  bows  her  head  and 
Philippe  kisses  her  broir.)— There  \  {To  Philippe.)  Well, 
what  is  the  news  at  Pont-Avesnes  ?  ( Ti  rns  vp  stage  tcith 
Philippe  to  meet  Suzanne  a)id  Octave  who  enter  at  back. ) 
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Claire.  [Coming  do icn  l.,  sadhf.)  Sad  kiss,  wliich  the  lips 
bestow,  but  which  comes  not  from  the  heart !  ( The  Marquise 
kisses  Suzanne  and  goes  out  upon  the  terrace  icith  Philippe. 
Suzanne  and  Octave  come  down  to  second  entrance  l.  ;  Suzanne 
behind  the  sofa,  Octave  before  it.) 

Suzanne.  ( To  Octave.  )  Courage,  now  !  Wo  must  tell  her 
all.     (Suzanne  comes  down  to  l.  o/"  Claire  ;  Octave  to  her  r.) 

Octave,  {To  Claire.)  Claire,  I  have  great  news  for  you  : — 
Suzanne  and  I  have  declared  our  love ! 

Claire.   (Joyfidly.)     Oh,  my  dear  children  ! 

Suzanne.  We  wished  to  tell  you  first,  and  place  our  happi- 
ness in  your  hands. 

Octave.  Speak  to  Philippe  for  me  ;  ask  him  to  give  me 
Suzanne. 

Claire.    {Nervously.)     I! 

Octave.  You  are  willing  to  undertake  my  cause,  are  von 
not? 

Claire.  {With  sudden  determination.)  Yes,  and  I  am  going 
to  jDlead  it  this  moment,  as  though  it  were  my  own. 

Octave.  A  thousand  thanks  ! 

Claire,  Ask  Philippe  to  come  to  me.  (Susan:ne  and  Octave 
turn  up  stage  to  terrace  and  join  Philippe  and  the  Marquise. 
Claire  pmsses  to  foreground  r.)  I  am  saved  !  At  last  the 
longed-for  occasion  presents  itself  !  His  tenderness  for  his 
sister  may  lead  him  back  to  me  !  (Octa^^,  the  Marquise  and 
Suzanne  disappear  r.  Philippe  comes  down  c,  a  little  to  l.,  be- 
fore the  sofa.) 

Philippe.  {Gravely  and  coldly.)  You  have  some  favor  to 
ask  ?     I  am  all  attention. 

Claire.  {Turning  up  stage  to  l.  of  easy-chair.)  We  live  so 
isolated  one  from  the  other,  that  when  I  have  a  favor  to  ask  of 
you  I  have  to  run  the  risk  of  detaining  you. 

Philippe.  What  do  you  seek  ? 

Claire.  First  of  all,  tell  me,  do  you  feel  any  interest  in 
Octave  ? 

Philippe.  I  do  not  think  your  brother  has  any  cause  to 
doubt  it. 

Claire.  Were  you  to  have  an  opportunity  of  proving  this 
interest 

Philippe.  I  should  undoubtedly  seize  it. 

Claire.  Well,  the  opportunity  is  at  hand,  and  I  must  warn 
you  that  it  is  of  serious  import. 

Philippe.  How  you  evade  the  point  !  One  would  say  you 
had  no  faith  in  obtaining  your  wish. 

Claire.  Judge  for  yourself.  Octave  loves  your  sister  and 
has  commissioned  me  to  demand  her  hand  in  mamage. 

Philippe.  {Repressing  a  start  of  surprise.)  Ah!  {Hepauses^ 
absorbed. ) 

Claire.   {Anxiously.)     You  do  not  answer? 
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Philippe.  I  am  gi-ieved  for  your  brotlier,  but  tliis  marriage 
is  out  of  the  question. 

Claike.  [SdiUt/.)     You  refuse? 

Philippe.   [Very  gravely.)     I  refuse  ! 

Cl.^ire.  Wliy? 

Philippe.  Because  this  new  bond  would  attach  me  yet  more 
intimately  to  your  family,  and  after  what  has  already  taken 
place  between  us,  I  do  not  consider  it  exiDcdient. 

Cl.ajre.  [Quickly.)  Take  care  lest  you  wreck  Suzanne's 
happiness  !     She  loves  Octave. 

Philippe.  She  is  but  sixteen  years  old.  She  is  at  that 
happy  age  when  the  feelings  may  change  without  leaving  deep 
and  sorrowful  traces  upon  the  heart.  She  will  forget.  [Comes 
doioi  L.) 

Claike.  What  if  you  should  be  mistaken  ?  "What  if  she 
should  not  forget,  and  suffer  ? 

Philippe.  [Turning  up  stage  c. — Firmly.)  In  that  case  I 
should  have  to  say  but  one  word  to  her  in  order  to  turn  her 
from  you  and  yours  forever. 

Claire.   [With  anguish.)     Then  it  is  revenge  you  seek ? 

Philippe.   (Haughtily.)     Eevenge  !     Is  it  like  me  ? 

Claire.  [Svppliantly.)  Oh,  Philippe,  be  generous !  I  am 
sufficiently  crushed !  What  must  I  do  to  turn  you  ?  1  have 
committed  grievous  ^^Tongs  toward  you,  I  know 

Philippe.  [Laughing  bitterly.)  Indeed?  You  have  com- 
mitted grievous  -^Tongs  toward  me  !  And  you  deign  to  admit 
the  fact !  Upon  my  word,  these  are  gi-eat  concessions  that 
you  make. 

Claire.  I  have  done  you  ^^Tong,  but  you  make  my  expiation 
hard  indeed. 

Philippe.  I  ?  How  so  ?  Have  I  ever  addressed  you  a  single 
reproach  ?  Have  I  ever  uttered  an  offensive  word  ?  Have  I 
ever  been  lacking  in  attention  ? 

Claire.  [Sadly.)  No  !  But  how  infinitely  would  I  |u-efer 
your  anger  to  this  haughty  indifference  with  which  you  treat 
me  !  The  world  about  me  boasts  of  my  happiness  ;  wherever 
I  go  I  am  envied,  feted.  But  when  I  return  to  my  home, 
where  is  my  happiness  ?  I  search  for  it,  and  find  only  solitude 
and  desertion. 

Philippe.  It  is  not  dependent  upon  me  that  it  should  be 
otherwise.  You,  yourself,  have  decided  your  course  of  life. 
It  is  exactly  in  accordance  with  your  wishes. 

CLAHtE.  It  is  true.  But,  at  least,  I  had  the  right  to  count 
upon  peace  of  mind,  and  that  I  have  not  obtained. — It  was 
you  who  permitted  the  Due  and  Duchesse  de  Bligny  to  return 
to  your  house. 

Philippe.  They  are  your  relatives.  Would  it  have  been 
becoming  in  me  to  close  my  doors  upon  them  ?  I  have  sub- 
mitted to  their  coming  here.     Of  what  have  you  to  complain  ? 
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Clatre.  {Wii?i  inci^easinp  vi-di^nce.)  Oh,  do  not  affect  to 
misunderstand  m-e  J  You  know  that  the  Duchesse  only  <jomes 
here  because  she  hates  me,— Her  scheme  is  ^s  plain  as  day. 
She  parades  y<ju  ab<?ut  ^nd  compromises  jou — {Phtlippe 
stcu-is,)  in  spite  of  yourself.  But  her  inflictions  which  ac- 
centuate your  indifference  to  me  ^nd  wound  me,  have  been 
remarked, — Bew-areJ  I  give  you  fair  warning  that  I  will  not 
bear  them  much  longer  I  (She  passes  ^efm-e  Psilippe  ^Gmd 
comes  clQwn  i..  Phii/IPPE  iakes  u  step  iQwoi^d  ker^  hid  jpauses  at 
frsi  entrance  l.| 

Philippe.  {Bitlerly.)  How  little  you  have  changed  3  Always 
violent  and  pi^udl  You  made  a  line  «how  of  yourself  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world  whea,  like  ^  mad  creature,  you  plunged 
headlong  into  the  cliance  of  marriage.  And  now,  to-day,  at 
the  mere  suggestion  of  being  criticised,  y^u  lose  your  witss 
and  forget  that  you  menace  me,  {He  ■comes  -chwn  :r.  Clairb 
turns  up  stage  loj^d  erdi^nce,  -c.) 

Claike,  i^Besper<iUelTf.)  No  3  I  do  not  menace ;  I  supplicate. 
Have  pity  upon  me,  Philippe  ;  do  not  hold  me  i^esponsible  for 
the  misery  of  these  two  -children  I  They  -are  out  yonder, 
smiling,  full  of  affection  and  kope,— ^nd  for  my  error  they 
must  weepl  Ah,  do  not  expect  me  to  cause  theoisuch  pain  I 
I  have  not  the  courage.  —  (Octave  <ippem's  upon  t&rr<xce  -at  hack.^ 
Octave  3  come  herel — (Octave  •comes  down  io  ^  ^  Cultbe.) 
Now,  Monsieur,  inform  him  yourself  3  {Falls  upo^  -sofa, 
Philippe  I M7'?zs  ttp  stage  tojroni  xjf  easy-chaw,  u.| 

Philippe.  {Angrily,)     Madame 5 

Octave.  \Obser-ving  tkem.)  Why,  what  has  liappened? 
How  excited  and   distressed   you  seem  I     You  have  «poken 

to    Philippe?     Has   he {hUei'rqgGUes  iliem  with  <m  mixioru 

glanceJ) 

Philippe.  { Gravely.}  Octave,  you  must  renountje  your  pro- 
ject. 

Octave,  {^npefied.)    Henounce  it  3— Why  ? 

Philippe.  I  beg  you  not  to  ^sk  me. 

Octave.  What  I  No  explanation  ? — Can  it  be  you,  Philippe, 
whom  I  love  so  sincerely,  who  cause  me  such  chagrin? 
(Philippe  siis  m  easy-ckair. )     Speak  to  me,  Claire  3    Tell  me 

his  motive  f<or Have  I  displeased  him  unwittingly  ? — Why 

has  he  changed  so  since  you  became  his  wife  ? 

Glaiee.  (Li  anguish.)     Octave  1 — — 

Octave.  {With  sudden  idea,)  Ah, — tliemoneyl  Is  it  then 
because  I  have  no  fortune?  {To  Philippe,  who  risesJ^  You 
have  shown  me  how  to  become  wealthy ;  I  mean  to  follow  your 
example  ;  I  shall  work  for  a  living. 

Claire.  (Rising  and  coming  to  Octave  in  winder,)  What  do 
you  say  ?    You  have  no  fortune, — you  3 

Octave.  {Seei)ig  k'ls  imprude)ice,)     Claire! 

Claibe.   ( With  increasing  agitation.)    What  do  you  mean  ? 
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PnUiiPPE.   {Ahrvpth/.)     Octave,  I  forbid  von  to 

Claire.  (Passivg  between  Octave  and  Philippe.)  Excuse 
mo,  Monsienr, — I  insist  upon  his  speaking  ! 

Octave.  Pardon  me.  I  have  betrayed  a  secret  which  I  had 
sworn  to  keep.  You  were  in  ignorance  of  the  loss  of  our  suit, 
and  ougho  always  so  to  have  remained. 

Claike.  I  recall  now  that  tliey  told  me  that,  should  our  cause 
fail,  it  would  involve  us  in  financial  ruin.  "Were  you  to  lose 
your  fortune,  I  must  lose  my  dowry  ! — But  when  I  was  mar- 
lied 

Octave.  The  disaster  had  already  occuiTcd. 

Claire.   [Dazedhi.)     And— my  husband — Philippe? 

Octave.  Was  aware  of  the  fact.     (AVcerfe,  l.) 

Claire.  [In  deapaiv.)  He  knew  it !  And  I — I — Oh,  what  a 
wretch  I  have  been  ! 

Octave.  Claire ! 

Claire.  [Casiting  herself,  mJjhvig,  into  Octave's  arms.)  Yes! 
It  was  on  my  account  that  he  has  refused  you  his  sister  I — On 
my  account,  fatal  being  that  I  am,  who  have  wrought  the  mis- 
ery of  all  who  approach  me  !     [Bnrst.-^  into  sobs.) 

Octave.  Claire,  I  know  not  what  has  happened,  but  since 
you  accuse  yourself,  all  may  yet  be  righted. — Philippe  is  good  ; 
he  will  pardon  you. 

Claire.  (T]7/< ////.)  No  I  He  has  said  he  never  will!  And 
I  understand  him  now  !  {Turns  iip  stage  l  ,  behind  sofa. 
Octave  comes  down  c.) 

Octave.   (Suppliantb/.)     Philippe ! 

Philippe.  (Graveh/.)  Octave,  it  was  not  I  who  provoked 
this  explanation.  It  has  in-oduced  itself  through  the  media- 
tion of  Fate ;  and  I  can  only  wish  it  had  not  occurred,  espe- 
cially in  my  presence.  In  any  event,  however,  it  cannot  modifv 
my  resolution.  Your  sister  well  knew  in  advance  that  she 
had  nothing  to  expect  at  my  hands,  and  that  I  had  nothing  to 
grant.      (.4  burst  of  laughter  is  heard  vpyon  the  terrace.) 

Octave.  {Placing  himself  before  Claire  in  order  that  she  may 
recover  herself. )  Claire,  they  are  coming  !  ( Turns  vp  stage  to 
hack.     Claire  hastilj/  wipes  Iter  eyes.) 

[Athkxais,  Moi'linet,  the  Baron  <'o?r/ 13 aroxne,  cippjear  npon  tei'- 
race  at  hack.^ 

.  AthSxais.  [Coming  down  v.)  They  are  going  to  have  a  set 
of  scpiare  dances  !  Monsieur  Derblay,  I  have  been  looking  for 
you  high  and  low. 

Claire.    (Furioush/.)     Ah  !  that  creature  again  ! 

Athkxais.  (  To  Philippe  )  Will  you  open  the  Jud  chtnqy'tre 
with  me  ?  That  will  be  charming  !  Come.  (Philippe  offers 
ATHKXAJfs  his  arm ;  as  she  is  about  to  take  it,  Claire  crosses  to  c, 
in  front  o/ Athenais.) 
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Claire.  ( To  Athenais  )     Pardon  me  if  I  disturb  your  plans, 
but  I  wish  to  speak  \vith  yon  a  moment ! 
"*    ATHENAifs.   {LaughivgJy.)     So? — at  once  ? 

Claire.   {Firmh/. )     At  once. 
^  Athenais.   (Tb  Philippe.)     I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me, 
llien.     I  will  join  you  presently. 

[Philippe  turns  up  singe  after  regarding  the  two  women  a  mo- 
ment vneasih/.  Claire  follows  him  u-ith  her  eyes  and  turns 
vjy  stage  to  second  entrance,  c.  E.reunt  the  Baron,  Baronne 
and  Moulinet  with  Philippe,  r.  of  terrace.  Athenais  seats 
herself  in  easy-chair  R.] 

Athenals.  Now  what  is  it,  my  dear  ? 

Claire.  [Coming  down  to  l.  cf  AthenaIts'  chair.)  Scarcely 
half  an  hour  ago,  when  you  led  my  husband  away,  you  asked 
me  if  I  were  displeased,  if  I  were  not  a  little  jealous. 

Athenais.  I  was  joking. 

Claire.  Then  you  did  wrong,  for  you  spoke  truly. 

Athen a'is.  You  ,  — j  ealous  ! 

Claire.  Yes. 

Athenals.  Of  me  ? 

Claire.  Of  you.  You  see  that  I  am  frank.  It  seems  to  me 
that  my  husband  is  paying  you  unnecessary  attention,  and  I 
address  you  in  the  hope  that  you  will  i^ut  an  end  to  a  proce- 
dure which  is  most  painful  to  me. 

ATHENAifs.  [Sweetly.)  Why,  my  poor  dear,  have  you  been 
suffering  all  this  while  and  have  never  si3oken  of  it  ?  {Ri.^i'ing 
and  earning  down  L.)  But  do  you  not  exaggerate  a  little? 
TiTily  I  recall  nothing  that  could  cause  you  the  slightest  annoy- 
ance. Monsieur  Derljlay  makes  himself  very  agreeable  to  me, 
but  this  sympathy,  especially  among  relatives,  is  not  surpris- 
ing, and  certainly  in  no  respect  criminal. 

Claire.   {Coming  down,  c.)     It  pains  me,  all  the  same. 

Athena'is.  My  dear  child,  you  must  seek  a  remedy  for  your 
ill  from  your  husband. — I  can  do  nothing.  . 

Claire.  Y''es,  you  can  cut  short  this  intimacy. 
^  Athenais.  Pray,   how?     By  being  rude  to  your  husband? 
In  the  first  place,  that  would  be  imposing  a  very  disagreeable 
charge  upon  me  ;  and,   after  all,  do  you  believe   the   means 
would  prove  efficacious  ? 

Claire.  It  is  not  exactly  that  which  I  meant  to  i3ropose. 
-  Athenais.  What,  then? 

Claire.  Remain  away  from  this  house  for  some  time. 
-Athenais.    [Abruptly.)     Is  that  your  scheme  ? 

Claire.  Yes.  And  I  pray  you  to  comply  with  my  request. 
You  may  call  me  mad,  if  you  will,  but  comply.  My  happiness 
is  at  stake. 

Athenais.  And  under  what  pretext  do  you  propose  that  I  es- 
trange myself  ?  What  would  be  said  of  a  separation  so  brusque 
that  it  resembles  a  rupture? 
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Claire.  We  will  undertake  to  explain  it  in  a  satisfactory 
manner. 

Athenais.  We  slioiild  never  succeed  (Claire  comes  down 
E.),  and  that  would  be  disastrous  for  me.  {Comes  down,  c.) 
You  have  been  frank ;  I  will  follow  suit.  I  am  new  to  the 
world  to  which  the  Due  de  Bligny  has  presented  me  ;  it  suits 
me,  and  I  propose  to  maintain  the  hold  which  I  have  beon 
clever  enough  to  secure  upon  it.  But  this  same  world  is 
something  of  a  rigorist.  So  you  can  understand  that,  were  my 
husband's  family  to  turn  the  cold  shoulder  upon  me,  an  oppor- 
tunity to  pull  me  to  pieces  would  at  once  offer  itself.  I  am  re- 
garded with  such  jealous  eyes  ! — Then,  farewell  to  all  my 
dreams ! — If  you  have  your  love,  I  have  my  ambition.  I  ap- 
preciate your  wish  to  protect  the  one ;  therefore  suffer  me  to 
defend  the  other. 

Claire.   {Approaching  Aihe-sais.)     So  you  refuse  ? 

Athenais.  Very  reluctantly. — But  conscientiously,  now, — 
put  yourself  in  my  place. 

Claire.  (  Violentlij. )  Why  should  I  put  myself  in  your  place, 
w^lien  it  is  you  who  have  put  yourself  in  mine  and  propose  to 
retain  it !  Ever  since  I  have  known  you,  you  have  pursued  me 
with  your  envy  and  hatred  !  You  have  robbed  me  of  inj  fiance, 
and  now  you  try  to  defraud  me  of  my  husband  !  I  have  been 
unable  to  defend  the  one,  but  I  shall  wrest  the  other  from 
you. 

-  Athena'is.  {Furiously.)  Ah!  that's  it,  is  it? — Yes,  ever 
since  my  childhood  I  have  repaid  in  hate  all  that  you  and  your 
set  have  squandered  in  scorn  upon  me.  For  ten  long  years 
your  title  and  fortune  have  held  me  down.  But  look  at  me 
to-day !  I  have  millions  at  my  command,  I  am  a  duchesse, 
and  you  are  at  my  feet  suing  for  quarter. 

Claire.  Have  a  care  !  I  am  not  of  a  blood  that  long  brooks 
insult  with  impunity  ! 

Athenais.  {Coming  down,  l. )  And  I  bear  a  name  which 
places  me  above  your  anger. 

Claire.  I  will  call  your  conduct  toward  me  in  question 

Athenais.  Before  whom  ? 

Claire.  The  world. 

Athenais.  Which  one  ? — Yours,  to  which  I  have  ascended  ? 
Or  mine,  into  which  you  have  sunk  ? 

Claire.  {Taming  up  to  first  entrance,  c.)  Before  that  one, 
whichever  it  may  be,  where  dwell  honorable  people  in  whose 
eyes  respect  for  others  is  a  duty, — respect  for  themselves  a 
right !  (Athenais  turns  np  stage  to  first  entrance,  l.,  before 
sofa.)  Before  that  world  I  will  repeat  what  I  have  just  said 
to  you.  [Approaching  Athenais.)  I  wall  show  you  up  as  you 
are,  and  we  shall  see  whether  the  name  you  bear,  grand  as  it 
is,  will  suffice  to  conceal  your  meanness  and  duplicity  ! 
—  Athenais.  Then  it  is  a  scandal  you  are  after  V 
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[TJie  Due,    Octave,   the  Baronne,   Bachelin,   Moulinet,  De 
PoNTAC,  «?if/ Philippe  apjjear  upon  the  terrace.] 

Claire.  It  is  an  execution  that  I  intend. — For  the  last  time, 
•will  you  consent  to  my  demand  ? 
—  Athenais.   {Furiously.)     No  !     A  thousand  times  no  ! 

Claire.  Then,  we  will  see  about  it!  {Turns  vp  singe  to 
second  entrance,  a  little  to  R.  Athenais  crosses,  r.,  pausing  before 
easij-chair.) 

Claire.  (E-vcitedli/.)  Due,  take  your  wife  away,  unless  you 
wish  to  see  her  driven  from  this  house  !  (Due  comes  down  l  , 
before  sofa.  Moulinet  comes  down  r.,  to  u.  o/"  Athenais.  The 
Baronne  and  Octave  come  down  l..  passing  to  l.  of  sofa,  Octave 
L.  of  Baronne.  Bachelin  and,  De  Pontac  come  down  to  second 
oitrance,  r,;  Philippe  ?'e;««ms  at  back,  c.) 

Moulinet.  [Wddly.)  What!  Turn  my  daughter  out  of 
doors  ?     The  Duchesse,  my  daughter  ! 

■  Athenais.   [To  Due.)     Monsieur,  will  you  permit  me  to  be 
insulted  in  this  fashion  without  defending  me  ? 

[Due  crosses  to  l.  o/"  Athenais.     Claire  comes  dowji  l.,  before 
J  .        sofa.     Philippe  comes  down  c,  a  little  to  l.] 

Due.  (Coldly,  to  Philippe.)  You  have  heard,  Monsieur, 
what  Madame  Derblay  has  said  ?  Do  you  assume  the  respon- 
sibility of  it,  or  are  you  prepared  to  offer  an  apology  ? 

Philippe.  {Advanci)ig  gravely,  anxiously  watched  by  Claire.) 
Monsieur  le  Due,  whatever  Madame  Derblay  sees  fit  to  do,  I 
abide  by. 

Due.  {Bowing  with  a  smile.)  Very  well.  {Offers  his  arm  to 
Athenais,  loho  takes  it  ;  they  turn  up>  stage,  followed  by  Moltjntet, 
and  disappear  l.  of  terrace. ) 

Claire.  {Advancing  to  Vhuaft-e,  tcith  effusion.)  Oh,  thanks, 
Philippe  ! 

Philippe.  {Arresting  her  by  a  gesture.)  You  owe  mo  no 
thanks.     In  defending  you,  it  is  my  honor  that  I  defend  ! 

Curtain. 


ACT  IV. 

First  Tableau. 

SCENE.  —  The  study  of  Philippe  Deeblay  at  Pont-Avesnes. 
Door  at  back ;  doors,  r.  and  l.  A  large  ii'indow,  r.  ; 
iL'ide  fire-place,  L.  A  library-table,  c.  In  front  of  the  fire- 
place a  small  table.  At  first  entrance,  r.,  a  cabinet.  To 
L.  of  library-table  an  arm-chair ;  to  R.  a  chair.  At  back, 
each  side  of  door,  a  chair  ;  at  first  entrance,  l.,  near  the 
smcdl  table,  a  chair.  At  first  entrance,  R.,  near  the  cabinet^ 
an  easy -chair.  Upon  the  library-table  are  an  ink-stand  icith 
j)ens  and  pencil,  sealiiig-wax  and  seed;  also  a  smcdl  candle- 
stick in  gilt  bronze  with  candle  burning.  As  the  curtcdn  rises, 
Philippe  is  discovered,  seated  upon  arm-chair,  l.  of  tables 
in  the  act  of  seeding  a  letter  :  he  writes  the  address  and  ex- 
tinguishes the  candle.  Suzanne  enters  by  door  l.,  comes  to 
Philippe,  kisses  him  and  passes  behind  the  table.  Philippe 
jjlaces  the  letter  in  the  blotting -case. 

Suzanne.  Good  morning,  brother ! 

Philippe.  Already  up,  Suzanne  ! 

Suzanne.  Already  !^^'hy,  it  is  eight  o'clock!  {Goes  to  the 
window,  opens  it,  throws  open  the  blinds,  and  then  closes  the  win- 
dow. Light  fills  the  scene.  Suzanne  returns  to  table,  behind  chab ; 
R. )     You  bad  boy,  you  have  sat  up  tlie  whole  night  working  ! 

Philippe.  I  had  some  very  important  accounts  to  arrange. 

Suzanne.  Well,  another  time,  please  select  the  day  for  such 
nonsense,  not  the  niglit.  {E.rtinguishes  the  lamp)  that  burns 
up)on  table.) 

Philippe.  I  could  not  help  myself  this  time.  (Eises.) 
Where  are  you  going  this  morning  ? 

Suzanne.  Pm  going  to  take  a  turn  round  the  neighbor- 
hood ;  this  is  my  day  for  visiting  my  pensioners.  {Comes  down 
to  first  entrance  R.,  near  table.     Philippe  passes  to  l.  of  her.) 

Philippe.  Here, — add  my  mite  to  yours.  {Gives  her  a  bank- 
note.) 

Suzanne.  (Kissing  his  cheek.)  I  thank  you  in  their  name. 
{Kissing  the  other  cheek.)  And  for  myself  !  {Turns  up  stage  to 
back.) 

Philippe.  Listen  to  me. .  Before  you  go — I  have  something 
to  say  to  you.  (Suzanne  comes  dou-n  to  r.  o/" Philippe. )  Claire 
was  'speaking  yesterday  of  certain  projects — and  hopes,  that 
you  entertain. 
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Suzanne.   { Confused.)     Pliilipije 

Philippe.  {Tenderly. )  AYhy  did  you  not  come  to  nie  first 
and  tell  me  about  it  ?     Are  you  afraid  of  me  now-a-days  ? 

Suzanne.  No,  but  such  a  confession  seemed  more  easily 
made  to  a  sister  than  to  a  brother. 

Philippe.   [Aside.)     To  a  sister  !     [Aloud)     You  love  Claire  ? 

Suzanne,   Oh,  tenderly. 

Philippe.   And  Octave, — how  long  have  you  loved  him  ? 

Suzanne.  Philippe,  I  believe  I  have  loved  him  over  since 
the  day  I  first  saw  him.  He  has  since  completely  captivated 
me  by  saying  so  many  nice  things  of  you  !  It  has  all  gone 
straight  to  my  heart.  And  then,  he  seems  to  be  as  happy  in 
my  company  as  I  am  when  by  his  side. 

Philii'pe.  [With  emotion.)  Very  well,  my  child.  You  see 
that  my  only  aim  has  been  to  render  you  happy.  If  such  be 
your  choice,  you  shall  marry  the  man  you  love. 

Suzanne.  Oh,  Philippe,  how  shall  I  thank  you  ! 

Philippe.  Very  easily,  my  darling. — As  you  go  out  this 
morning,  you  will  pass  the  church. — Pause  there  a  moment 
and  say  one  little  prayer  for  me.     I  shall  be  repaid. 

Suzanne.  With  all  my  heart !     Adieu.  [Turns  ton- ard door,  Ti.) 

Philippe.  {Advancing  a  step.)  Suzanne!  [She  returns  to 
Philippe  and  throws  herself  into  his  arms.  They  embrace.  Then 
Philippe  accompanies  her  to  door,  e.     Exit  Suzanne.) 

Philippe.  [Fo 'lowing  her  irith  his  eyes.)  Adieu,  sweet  cliild, 
— joy  of  my  li'e  !  [Pas.nng  his  hand  across  his  eyes.)  Come, 
come  !   [Crosse.i  to  table  and  seats  himself  iq)on  chair,  l.) 

[Enter  a  servant  at  back.] 

Servant.  ( <^om  'ng  down  to  hack  of  /, d)le. )  Monsieur  Bachelin 
begs  to  know  if  Monsieur  will  I'eci^ve-him  ? 

Philippe.  Certainly,  let  him  enter.  [Servant  takes  the  lamp, 
turns  up  stage  to  back,  steps  to  l.,  to  fjermit  Bachelin  to  enter  ; 
then  exits,  cl  tsing  the  door  behind  him.  Bac^helin  comes  down 
behind  table,  shakes  hands  with  Philippe,  places  his  hat  on  the  end 
of  th'i  table  and  seats  himself  in  chair,  R.  of  table.) 

Bachelin.  Well,  what  news  since  yesterday  ? 

Philippe.  The  final  arrangements  for  the  encounter  were 
made  daring  the  evening. 

Bachelin.  And  the  duel  takes  place  ? 

Philippe.  This  morning  at  ten  o'clock,  at  the  cross-roads 
near  the  Pool ;  the  weapons,  pistols. 

Bachelin.  It  is  serious — but  the  chances  are  in  your  favor  ! 
Y^'ou  see,  my  dear  boy,  you  may  consider  me  an  old  fogy,  but  T 
am  one  of  those  who  believe  that  it  is  no:  chance  bu'  Provi- 
dence who  rule;^  above.  We  shall  meet  again  to-morrow, 
Philippe. 

PhiuTppe.  I  ho])e  so.  Yet  it  is  necessary  to  be  prepared  for 
the  worst.     Ha.o  y  )\i  examined  the  papei-s  I  sent  you? 
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Bacctcldi.  Yes,     Everything  is  correct. 

Phidippe.  I  thank  you.  Take  this  letter;  it  contains  my 
"will,  I  have  di\'ided  all  that  I  possess  between  my  sister  and 
my  wife.  It  is  my  wish  that  she^  "uho  beai-s  my  name,  shonld 
be  independent.  Now  {both  rise  and  a/me  doini  centre,  before 
table] f  in  the  name  of  your  old  friendship,  I  charge  you  with 
a  mission  for  Claire,  which  will  be  painful,  I  know,  but  which 
you  alone  can  fulfil.  Youf-^rr  whose  sight  I  have  gi-own  to 
man's  estate,  to  whom  I  •  confessed  all  yesterday,  and  who 
know  all  that  I  have  suffered,  you  will  seek  my  wife,  wall  tell 
her  how  dearly  I  have  loved  her,  and  how  it  has  been  my  con- 
stant wish  to  see  her  happy.  Paint  me  as  you  know  me — not 
as  she  has  wished  to  know  me, — hopeful,  tender.  In  a  word, 
do  not  permit  her  to  bear  me  in  ungi-acious  memory, 

Bachelin,  Ah,  my  friend,  why  do  you  not  seek  her  yourself, 
this  veiy  moment  ? 

Philippe,  {Firmli/.)  You  forget  that,  were  I  to  take  such 
a  step,  it  would  resemble  senility.  Ah,  do  not  accredit  me 
with  being  hard-heai-ted.  It  is  not  so,  I  assure  you.  But 
when  in  her  presence  I  am  no  longer  able  to  maintain  my 
pride  of  bearing,  in  that  moment  I  am  guilty  of  weakness. 
{Co7nes  down  l. ) 

Bachelin.  But  she  is  vanquished,  crushed  completely. 

Philippe.  You  are  mistaken.  She  still  struggles  with  her- 
self. Stay,  this  very  night  I  have  had  proof  of  it.  I  was  here, 
sitting  at  this  table.  ( Tinnis  xqy  stage  to  chair,  l.  of  table. )  While 
I  watched,  and  amidst  the  dead  silence  of  the  sleeping  house, 
I  heard  above  my  head  incessant  footsteps  pacing  to  and  fro 
— the  footstejDs  of  my  unhappy  wife.  (Bachelin  comes  down, 
E.)  In  thought  I  saw  her  pacing  that  chamber  which  we 
should  have  shared  in  common.  What  shall  I  say !  For  an 
instant  I  was  overcome  by  weakness,  was  seized  with  a  vio- 
lent desire  to  seek  tliis  woman  whom  I  adore,  but  who  does 
not  belong  to  me.  I  persuaded  myself  that  I  was  mad  to  risk 
the  accident  of  death  without  haWng  once  taken  her  in  these 
arms.  No  longer  master  of  myself,  my  entire  being  yearned 
toward  her,  and  I  was  upon  the  point  of  forgetting  myself, 
when  I  heard  her  open  her  door,  cross  the  saloon,  and  descend 
the  stairs.  Her  steps  drew  near ;  I  listened  tremblingly.  ( Turns 
vp  stage  to  back,  passes  behind  the  table  ayid pauses  near  door,  R. ) 
She  paused  there ;  the  door  only  separated  us.  (Bachelin' 
turns  up  stage  to  r.  of  easy  chair,  first  entrance  R,,  arid  passes  be- 
hind it.)  I  was  about  to  spring  forward,  fling  it  open,  and  cry. 
Come,  you  know  how  I  adore  you  !  ( Comes  to  chair,  r.  of 
table. )  But  with  despair  I  heard  the  sound  of  her  footsteps 
fade  away,  mount  the  stairs — then  all  was  silent.  [Drops  -upon 
chair.)  Thus  she  resisted  my  influence,  even  at  the  eleventh 
hour! — And  I  had  been  upon  the  verge  of  yielding!  Oh,  it 
was  all  over  then.     And  I  made  this  last,  supreme  resolution  : 
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If  I  fall,  I  will  leave  her  a  grand,  proud  memoiy  of  me  ;  if 
I  sm-vive,  I  will  compel  her  to  share  in  the  conquest  of  haj^pi- 
ness  ! 

Bachelin.  {Ci'ossing  to  Vhilxptb.  Gravely.)  My  friend,  the 
violence  which  has  occasioned  such  grave  comjilications  is  the 
last  revolt  of  this  fatal  pride  that  is  already  upon  the  wane. 
Oh,  you  must  indeed  return  safe  and  sound  from  this  encoun- 
ter, for  I  am  persuaded  that  your  death  would  entail  another's. 
(Philippe  attemjjts  to  make  a  gesture  of  protestation  ;  Bachelin 
prevents  him.)     Nay,  I  am  sure  of  it ! 

Philippe.  Best  assured,  I  shall  defend  myself.  {He  rises  and 
comes  down  with  Bachelin.     A  bell  is  heard  ringing.) 

Bachelin.  I  will  retire.  {Much  moved.)  So,  then,  be  cool, 
my  brave  lad  !  {Embraces  Philippe.)  Au  revoir !  (Bachelin 
turns  up  stage  to  chair  R.  of  table,  takes  his  hat  and  goes  to  door 
at  back,  which  he  opens.  Enter  the  Baron  «;^f/  Octave. (^Bach- 
elin scdutes  them  and  ex'its^ctosTng  tTie  (Tooi-^ehmd  him.  Phil- 
ippe passes  to  foreground  R.  The  Baron  places  his  hat  upon  chair 
which  is  to  l.  of  door  at  back ;  Octave  places  his  up>on  chair,  r. 
of  door.     Philippe  turns  upstage  to  first  entrance,  r.) 

Philippe.  You  are  in  advance  of  time,  are  you  not  ?  (Baron 
comes  down,  l,  q^ahle,  a7id.p£i!MS&Jo  l.  of  Philippe.  Octave 
comes  doion  to  r.  of  easy-chair,  first  entrance,  r  ) 

Baron.  It  is  only  nine  o'clock,  but  we  have  been  here  some 
moments.  We  quitted  Beaulieu  on  foot,  as  if  for  a  walk,  in 
order  to  avoid  comment.  .  The  Baionne  joins  us  here,  and  will 
keep  Madame  Derblay  company. 

Philippe.  Thank  you,  my  dear  Baion.  You  have  ever  testi- 
fied a  warm  friendship  for  me,  and  I  am  not  ungrateful.  As 
for  you.  Octave,  I  have  a  debt  to  pay  you,  which  I  do  with  all 
my  heart.  I  have  held  you  responsible  for  wrongs  which  were 
not  of  your  committing.  I  have  been  unjust,  and  accuse  my- 
self. 

Baron.  Bravo,  my  friend  !     {Shakes  hands  with  Philippe.) 

Octave.  {Much  moved.)  Philippe,  I  have  learned  of  all  that 
has  passed  between  you  and  Claire.  I  now  know  how  culjia- 
ble  my  sister  has  been,  and  I  juty  you  for  having  had  to  en- 
dure such  misery  as  much  as  I  admire  your  unselfishness  in 
being  able  to  conceal  it.  You  were  entirely  in  the  right.  We 
have  nothing  to  expect  from  you,  and  I  ask  yonr  jjardou  for 
having  dared  to  demand  your  sister's  hand  in  marriage. 

Philippe.  No,  my  friend.  ( With  a  glance  at  Baron.)  And  I 
wish  it  to  be  distinctly  understood  that,  under  the  existing 
serious  circumstances,  I  am  more  than  happy  to  know  that  she 
is  loved  by  so  honorable  a  man  as  you.  I  would  repair  my 
momentary  injustice,  and  therefore  bequeath  Suzanne  to  you, 
the  most  precious  legacy  in  my  power. 

Octave.  Philippe!  {Grasps  his  hand  and  falls  weeping  ujxm 
VBUJFTii'a  shoidder.)     Oh,  Philippe! 
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Baron.  Brave  heart ! 

Philippe.  {Mastering  his  emotion.)  Come,  come,  Marquis,  be 
firm.  I  trust  that  you  may  yet  receive  my  sister  from  my  own 
Lauds.  But  should  I  not  be  here  to  perform  that  happy  duty, 
when  you  marry  her,  love  her  fondly  ;  she  deserves  it.  'Tis  a 
tender  heart,  which  the  slightest  deceiDtion  would  crush. 

Octave  [Earnestly.)  Ah,  I  will  give  a  life-time  of  devotion 
and  aifection  in  exchange  for  the  happiness  you  grant  me  ! 
{Takes  Vkliafv^'^  left  hand.)  But  Philippe,  since  you  are  so 
good,  so  generous,  complete  your  noble  work 

Baron.  {Taking  Philippe's  right  hand.)  Have  compassion 
upon  that  230or  woman  who  is  overwhelmed  with  desj^air ! 

Octave.  Think  that  she  may  never  see  you  more  !  I  have 
just  spoken  with  her  ;  she  awaits  me. 

Baron.   She  is  there, — weeping. 

Octave.  Oh,  in  mercy's  name,  be  indulgent !  Do  not  re- 
pulse her.     I  beseech  you,  see  her  if  only  for  a  moment ! 

Philippe.  {Gloomilj/.)  I  wished  to  avoid  an  inter\iew  which 
cannot  fail  to  be  horribly  painful  to  both  your  sister  and  me. 
{Releases  his  hands  from  their  clasj).)  You  both  desire  that  it 
should  take  place.  I  consent.  {To  Baron.)  But  I  must  de- 
pend upon  you  to  abridge  it.  Hasten  my  departure  by  retui-n- 
ing  here  for  me. 

Baron.  I  promise.  ( Turns  up  stage  to  back,  ])asses  to  dooi' 
r.,  opens  it,  and  steps  back  between  it  and  the  chair  R.  of  door 
at  back. ) 

Octave.  Oh,  thank  you  !  {Passes  to  r.  between  the  window 
and  door,  R.  Philippe  crosses  to  table  c,  and  sup^wrts  himself 
upon  it  by  his  left  hand.) 

[Enter  Claire  by  door  r.,  supported  by  the  Baronne.  Octave 
a?i(/ ^'^e  Baron  take  their  hats  and  exeunt  at  back,  followed 
by  the  Baronne.  Claire  comes  dou^n  befoi'e  chair,  r.  of 
table.  They  remain  a  moment  in  silence.  Claire  makes 
an  effort  to  speak  ;  but  fail'mg,  she  falls  upon  chair,  gi-asjjs 
Philippe's  hand,  and  bursts  into  sobs.^ 

Claire.  Oh  !  Philippe 

Philippe.  {Troubled.)  Claire, — in  Heaven's  name, — you  un- 
man me,  and  I  have  need  of  all  my  courage.  I  beg  of  you, 
be  calm  ; — control  yourself  if  you  have  any  respect  for  my 
life  !   ( Disengages  his  hand  from  her  clasp  and  recedes  a  little  to  l.  ) 

Claire.  Your  life  ! — Ah,  let  them  take  mine  a  hundred 
times  over !  It  was  my  passion,  wretch  that  I  am,  that  has 
exposed  you  to  this  dangar !  Then  ought  I  not  to  bear  the 
consequences?  Were  I  to  suffer,  I  should  but  be  expiating 
the  wrong  Pve  done  you.  And  in  a  moment  of  anger  I  forgot 
all !  Oh,  how  you  niu.st  hate  me  for  having  caused  you  all 
this  misery ! 

Philippe.     {Very  gently.)    No!  I  do  not  hate  you.     There 


THE    IRON    MASTER.  59 

was  at  the  outset  of  our  common  existence  a  misunderstanding 
which  has  caused  us  both  much  pain.  I  do  not  hold  you  en- 
tirely responsible,  for  I  was  also  at  fault.  I  failed  to  under- 
stand you,  and  knew  not  how  to  completely  sacrifice  myself. 
I  loved  you  too  well,  and  I  have  suffered  accordingly  !  But  I 
do  not  wish  to  leave  you  with  the  thought  that  I  bear  you  the 
slightest  ill-will.  {He  takes  the  left  hand  of  Claire,  who  rises.) 
Give  me  your  hand,  as  I  give  you  mine,  and  let  us  say  adieu. 

Claire.  Adieu !  No,  no !  Why  should  we  ?  {Forcibly. ) 
You  shall  not  fight !     {Comes  down  r.)     I  shall  prevent  you  ! 

Philippe.  How '? 

Claire.  By  sacrificing  my  pride  to  your  safety  !  Oh,  noth- 
ing shall  daunt  me  since  your  life  is  at  stake  !  I  will  humili- 
ate myself  before  the  Duchesse. — If  it  is  necessary,  I  will  go 
and  find  the  Due.    {Turns  np  stage.    Philippe  bai'S  her  passage.) 

Philippe.  I  forbid  it !  You  bear  my  name  ;  do  not  forget 
that !  Any  humiliation  that  afi'ects  you,  affects  me  likewise. 
{Forcibly.}  Besides,  understand  that  I  execrate  this  man  who 
has  been  the  cause  of  my  misfortune !  and  rest  assured  that 
the  moment  that  places  me  face  to  face  with  him  has  been  long 
and  anxiously  awaited  ! 

Claire.  {In  anguish.)     Philipi)e  ! 

Philippe.  It  was  no  trifle  for  me  to  sufifer  his  presence  in  my 
house.  I  wished  to  have  him  within  my  reach.  Full  well  I 
knew  of  what  he  was  capable,  and  for  my  complete  justification 
in  your  eyes,  I  only  waited  for  him  to  add  to  the  outrage  of  his 
desertion  that  of  his  new  love  ! 

Claire.   ( ^Yith  disgust. )     Ah  ! 

Philippe.  But  I  knew  you  also,  and  was  sure  that  through 
you,  in  an  hour  of  supreme  revolt,  the  knave  would  be  deliv- 
ered into  my  hands.  {Comes  down  l.)  You  have  done  just 
what  I  expected  of  you.  Now,  the  rest  remains  with  me. 
{Turns  up  stage;  as  he  reaches  R.  of  chair,  first  entrance  l., 
Claire  thron-s  Iter  arms  about  his  neck.) 

Claire.  Oh,  that  is  out  of  the  question  !  Philippe,  it  is 
madness  !  I  will  not  leave  you  !  {She  forces  Philippe  into 
chair  and  falls  upon  her  knees  at  his  R.) 

Philippe.  No,  no  !     Let  me  go  ! 

Claire.  {Desj)erateli/ .)  I  will  not  have  him  kill  you  !  Ah, 
Philippe, — one  moment !  Listen  to  me,  look  at  me  ! — Will 
you  never  understand  me  ?  Can  you  not  see  how  I  adore  you  ? 
Have  you  not  long  suspected  it  in  the  anguish  of  my  voice,  the 
wildness  of  my  eyes  ? 

Philippe.   {Attempting  to  loosen  her  hold.)     Claire  ! 

Claire.  Ah,  do  not  prevent  my  speaking  !  If  you  only  knew 
how  I  love  you  !  Eemain  with  me,  mine  forever !  We  are  so 
young  and  have  so  much  to  enjoy  !  (Philippe  mcikes  a  move- 
ment to  rise  ;  CjjAIHB prevents  him.)  Do  not  leave  me!  What 
care  we  for  this  man  and  woman  whom  we  detest  ? — We  will 
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forget  them.  Let  us  go  far  awav  from  them,  if  you  will.  There 
it  will  1)6  all  love,  haiDpiness,  and  life  !     [They  rise.) 

Philippe.   [Releasing  himself .)     But  Ae?-e  are  duty  and  honor ! 

Claibe.  No,  no  !     (J'Ae  Baron  appears  at  back.) 

Philippe.  Silence  !  {Repasses  to  r.  of  Claire  and  turns  up  to 
second  entrance.     Claire  supp)orts  herself  upon  back  of  chair.) 

Claire.  Ah  !     It  is  all  over,  and  I  am  lost ! — 

Baron.  {To  Philippe.)     The  time  is  up.  [Ej:it  at  back. 

(Philippe  comes   down    and  takes  Claire's  left  hand;  Claire 
seizes  him;  they  both  turn  itp  to  L.  of  door  at  back.) 

Philippe.  [Gently,  to  Claire.)     Adieu! 

Claire.  [SuppUcatingly.)  Ah  !  Do  not  leave  me  so  !  With 
that  icy  word  upon  your  lips  !  Say  that  you  love  me  !  Do  not 
go  until  you  have  told  me  so  !  (Philippe  loosens  Claire's 
arms  ;  takes  her  head  between  his  hands  and  kisses  her  brow  ;  he 
hesitates  a  moment,  then  takes  her  hands.) 

Philippe.  Pray  God  that  I  may  survive  ! 

[Exit  at  back,  closing  the  dooi-  behind  him. 

Claire.  [In  despair.)  Ah! —  [She  falls  upon  chair -l.  of  door 
at  back ;  after  a  moment  she  rises  mechaniccdly  and  comes  down 
to  back  of  chair  to  R.  of  table  ;  she  staggers,  but  suddenly  recover- 
i7ig  herself,  glances  abont  her  and  darts  to  window.)  There  he 
goes  !  He  has  reached  the  park, — enters  the  allee, — he  disap- 
pears !  [Comes  down  to  back  of  easy-chair,  first  entrance  R.) 
My  God  !  what  if  I  should  never  see  him  again  !  [Comes  down 
c.)  No,  no;  it  is  impossible!  [Crosses  to  l.)  Why  did  I  let 
him  go?  I  was  mad  !  I  ought  to  have  clung  to  him, — I  must 
follow  him  !  [Turns  up  stage  to  L.  of  easy-chair  near  table.) 
That  miserable  Due  will  kill  him  !— Oh,  no,  no,— I  will  save 
him  !  [Exit  precipitately  at  back. 

Ent)  of  First  Tajbleau. 


SECONT)   TABLEAU. 

SCENE. — A  cross-road  m  the  forest.  At  fourth  entrance  c,  a 
group  of  trees  ;  between  this  group  and  the  icing,  a  shrub.  At 
first  entrance  L.,  a  fiat  moss-growyi  rock.  Upon  the  rock  a 
case  of  pistols.  As  the  curtain  rises,  Moulinet  is  discovered 
seated  upon  rock  ;  the  Due  de  Blignt  pacing  up  and  down 
stage,  as  far  as  third  entrance. 

Moulinet.   [Lainenting.)     Ah  !  mercy  on  us!     mercy  on  us  ! 

Due.  (c.  and  looking  off  third  entrance,  R.)  Ah  !  here  are 
De  Pontac  and  the  doctor. 

Moulinet.  [Nervously.)  The  doctor, — so  soon!  (Rises  and 
twms  up  stage  to  second  entrance  l.  De  Pontac  and  Dr.  Servan 
enter,  third  eyitrance  r.,  and  pass  to  c.) 
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De  P(3NTAc.  [Presenting  the  doctor.)  Monsieur  le  Docteur 
Servan.  {They  salute.  —  The  Due  and  Moulinet  come  dovm  r., 
MouLiNET  to  L.  of  Duc.  De  Pontac  and  the  doctor  cross  and  e.Tit 
hy  second  entrance  L.) 

Moulinet.  {To  Duc.)  See  here,  Monsieur  le  Due,  is  there 
no  means  of  settling  this  affair  reasonably?  I'm  all  of  a 
tremble;  have  passed  the  night  reading  the  most  frightful  de- 
scriptions of  wounds  by  fire-arms, — and  I  declare  that  if  I  have 
accompanied  you  thus  far,  it  was  only  in  the  hope  of  urging 
you  not  to  push  this  matter  to  the  end. 

Duc.  Have  you  forgotten  what  your  daughter  said  to  me 
when  I  left  her  ? 

Moulinet.  That  she  hoped  you  were  going  to  avenge  her  ? — 
Well,  my  daughter  is  a  fool  for  having  excited  you  to  violence. 
It  was  her  place  to  have  exhorted  you  to  a  reconciliation. — All 
might  have  been  easily  arranged. — A  passing  discord  between 
two  lady  friends  ;  a  nonsensical  quarrel  between  two  cousins. — 
They  might  have  kissed  each  other,  and  all  would  have  been 
well.  But  a  duel,  a  scandal,  a  ruiDture  ! — (De  Pontac  enters 
second  entrance  l.,  and  passes  to  c.)  And  you  wouldn't  con- 
sider the  consequences  ! 

Duc.  {Smiling.)  My  dear  Monsieur, — stay,  tell  De  Pontac 
all  about  it ! 

Moulinet.  (To  De  Pontac,  tvho  comes  down  to  his  l.)  Why, 
certainly  ! — Every  day  of  our  lives  similar  affairs  are  settled 
peaceably.  It's  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world. — We  draw  up  a 
little  report.  Madame  Derblay  retracts  what  she  has  said  ; 
my  daughter  retracts  her  reply ;  you,  son-in-law,  retract  your 
challenge ;  everybody  retracts  something, — and  so  nothing 
remains 

Duc.   (Coldly.)     Except  for  us  to  back  out ! 

Moulinet.  Which  can  be  gracefully  done. 

De  Pontac.  Not  by  such  gentlemen  as  Monsieur  Derblay 
and  Monsieur  de  Bligny. 

Moulinet.  Monsieur,  I  also  am  brave  at  heart,  but  I  am 
filled  with  remorse,  I  accuse  myself  of  being  the  cause  of  what 
has  happened,  and  I  am  completely  upset  at  the  thought  of 
seeing  two  of  my  fellow-creatures  cut  each  other's  throat !  See 
here,  Duc  ;  listen  to  me,  my  dear  boy,  be  reasonable — for  my 
sake  !  ( Tenaerly. )  I  promise  you  that  you  shan't  be  the  loser 
by  it !  (Duc  shakes  hands  mjiY/^ Moulinet  in  silence.)  Monsieur 
De  Pontac  !     (Moulinet  turns  up  stage  to  second  enti'ance,  a  little 

to  R.) 

De  Pontac.  I  tell  you  it  is  out  of  the  question,  Moulinet ! 
{He  looks  of  at  third  entrance,  Jj.  The  Duc  turns  up  stage  to 
first  entrance,  R.  De  Pontac  recedes  a  step  to  R.)  Silence! — 
Here  come  the  gentlemen  ! 

Moulinet.   {Groaning.)     Oh,  mercy  onus!  mercy  on  us  I 
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[Eyitei'  Philippe,  the  Babon  and  Octa'S'E  h^  third  entrance,  l.;  at 
the  same  time,  the  Doctor  enters  hy  second  entrance,  l.  The 
BABQH-Coaijiu^-rt  cn»e4^ pistrds,  which  he  jylaces  hehirrfttke-rock. 
Philippe  and  the  Due  exchange  salutations.  Pht^^pe_co? w es 
doirn  L.  the  Duo  comes  down  R.  The  Earon^  Pcta\"E,'T)e 
PoNTAC  and'^ovHi:^ form  cTgroup  c,  cnuTdraw  Tots  for 
the  ireapons.J 

Octave.  {Approachinrj  Philippe.)  Philippe,  listen  to  me. 
Yon  are  a  remarkably  brave  man,  and  I  can  speak  plainly  to 
you.  The  Due  is  a  dead  shot;  therefore,  the  Baron  and  I,  in 
order  to  equalize  the  chances,  have  insisted  that  he  shall  not 
be  allowed  the  time  to  judge  of  the  distance.  You  are  to  be 
l^Iaced  back  to  back  ;  you  will  each  walk  to  your  position,  and 
the  moment  the  signal  is  given,  you  will  both  turn.  In 
heaven's  name,  no  generosity,  no  hesitation. 

Philippe.  Leave  me  to  act.  Y^ou  see,  my  hand  does  not 
tremble.  (Philippe  (7;? (/Octave /?«vi  up  stage  to  first  entrance 
L.)  in  front  of  rdclcl  T%e  Baron  comes  dpicn  to  foreground  l  , 
(b-'ps  a  glovT^Th&n  turns  up's7age7o  hack,  r.,  counting  the  steps  as 
he  goes  ;'ftponTeachhig  the  second  entrance,,  c.y  he  pauses,  casts  a 
glance  at  the  space  over  which  he  J/as  passed,  tlien  continues  to 
'count  his  steps;  he  pauses  cd  fourth  entrance,  -r.,  and  drops  his 
other  glove  ;  he  then  comes  do icn  behind  rocK',  takes  a  mstol  from 
(he  case'lchich  is  upon  it,  cnid  retires  a  few  ste^js.  .  De  Pontac 
then  advances  to  idke  d  pTstol from  the  same  case,  and  carries  it 
to  the  Due,  u-hile  tlfe  Baron  carries  his  to  Philippe,  leading  him 
at  the  same  time  up  to  second  entfrlnce,  c,  De  Pontac  following 
suit  rcilh  the  Due.  The  adversaries  ai-e  placed  hack  to  hack, 
V-EihTPVE facing  up  stage  to  back,  R.;  the/Dvc  facing foregroipid, 
L.  De  Pontac  hands  his  veapon  to  the  Due,  and  retires  to  second 
entrance,  l.  The  Baron  gives  his  pistol  to  Phuippe,  shakes 
hdnds  u-ifh  him,  and  joins  De  Pontac,  Octant:,  Moulinet  and 
the  Doctor,  iidio  are  grouped  at  second  entrance,  l.) 

Baron.    Take    your    places,    gentlemen. —  {The    Due    and 
Philippe  turn  upj  their  collars  in  order  to  conceamieir  throats  ;  ' 
theji  then  take  their  pjlaces, — the  Due  coining  down  to  foreground, 
L.  ;  RiiLipPE  going  vp~sTa'ge  to  hack,  fourth  entrance,  r.      Upon 
reaching  the  gloves,  they  pause  and  cock  their  weapons.^) 

De  Pontac.  Are  you  ready  ? 

Philippe  and  Due.  Yes.  [At  this  moment  Claire  appears  to 
R.  (f  group  of  trees,  coming  from  l.) 

Claire.  There  they  are  ! 

Baron.  Fire  !  (Philippe  atid  the  Due  turn  ;  the  Icdter  fires 
hastib/.  Claire  cast's  herself  before  Philippe  ;  she  staggers  atid 
falls) 

Claire.  Ah  ! 

All.    (In  dismay.)     Ah! 

Philippe.  Great  God !      (Philippe  and  the  Due  drop  their 
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weapons;  all  present  surround  Ctj aibb,  vith  the  ercepfion  of  the 
Due  irhojmsses  to  first  entrance,  r.  Tltey  ra/se  Claire,  Philippe 
takes  her  in  his  arms  and  bears  her  to  the  rock.  In  the  meantime, 
the  Doctor  removes  the  pistol-case  and  places  it  behind  the  rock.  He 
then  takes  his  instrument-case  from  his  pjocket.  Philippe  pAaces 
Claire  upon  the  rock,  with  her  head  resting  vpmn  his  shoulder.  De 
PoNTAC  rt??f/ MouLlNET  cross  to  first  entrance,  r.,  to  r.  ofDjjC.) 

Claire.  I  die  for  yon,  Philippe, — I  love  you.     {She  faints.) 

Baron.  [To  Due,  irho  stands  pale  and  trembling.)  Depart, 
Due !  After  such  a  misfoTtuueT  tlieTencountef  is  impossible. 
{Having  crossed  to  l.  r/Due.) 

Due.  Not  until  I  know  whether  she  lives. 

Philippe.   (  To  Doctor. )     Is  it  serious  ? 

Doctor  Servan.  [Having  cut  away  the  lace  about  Claire's  left 
hand  and  wrist,  and  staunched  the  blood  witU  a  handkerchief  .) 
No ! 

Baron.  {To  Due.)     No  danger.— Go  ! 
\Exit  the  Due,  followed  by  De  Pontac  and  Moulinet,  hy  first 

entrance  r.       ^ ' ,    ■  ,    j         ^  .      ^  .■ 

(Claire  lies  ujmji  the  rock :  Pnn^ippE  kneels  beside  her ;  the  Baron, 

Octave,  and  the  Doctor  are  grouped  at  second,  entrance.) 

Claire.  {Reviving  little  by  little,  sees  Philippe  beside  her  and 
casts  her  arms  about  his  neck. — Languidly.)  I  am  dead,  am  I 
not,  my  best  beloved, — dead  for  you?  You  smile  upon  me,  I 
am  in  your  arms! — Ah,  how  sweet  is  death!  [She  suddenly  re~ 
€overs  consciousness  caid  starts  up.  Philippe  raisas  and  supports 
her.)  No,  no;  this  pain,— I  still  live  1  {Looks  at  Philippe  in 
igfnguish.)     Only  one  word  !     Speak  ! — Do  you  love  me? 

Philippe.   {Passionately.)     I  adore  you  ! 

Claire.  {Falling  into  his  ai'ms.)     Ah  ! — How  happy  I  ami 

Curtain. 
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Miser 

Month  After  Date 

My  Friend  Jarlet 

My  Little  Girl 

My  Lord  in  Livery 

Nearly  Seven 

Nearly  Severed 

Nettle  1 

Not  Such  a  Fool,  etc. 

Obliging  His  Landlady^ 

Off  Duty 

Old  Cronies 

On  the  Brink 

Once   Again. 

Once  a  Week 

Open  Gate 

Overland  Route 

IPalmistvy 
Petticoat    Perfidy 
Pity 


'8  Box 


Pluymates 

Piompter'fl 

Postscript 

Progress 

Punch 

Ruined  by  Drink 

Railway  Advenfrai* 

Row  in  the   House 

Sample  vs.  Pattern 

Saved 

Second  Thoughts 

Senior    Wrangles 

Sins  of  the  Fathers 

Sixpenny    Telegram 

Sour  Grapes 

Spur  of  the  Moment 

Steeple    Jack 

Step"  Sister 

Sunny    Side 

Sunset 

Taken  by   Stonu 
Tears;    Idle  Tears 
Tliat  Dreadful  Doctor 
Tl  e  Nightingale 
Thorough    Base 
Th.ough  tlie  Fire 
Tom    Pinck 
True  Color* 
Two  Pros 
WL.jb 

Why   WuU.   -  Weep 
Woman's    Wri-,^  = 
Written   in  Sftn.i 
Yellow    Rosea 
Yeoman's  Service 


U 


G 


JSS^" 


TO    SELECTING   PLAYS; 

Price  25  Cents. 


'-08tiir«         -•  «":ect  Farces,  romedies.  Dramas,  for  Pi-ivate  or    Public 

J  500  P-^^'    -^""^  '  Number  of  Chaiactei-s.  the  Author's  Name,  the  Scenery, 

■t^ieces.  .reaentation,   and  the  Plot    or   Advice,  connected  with 


f|    'A.newserxeror    \    ^^^^^^^      COMEDIES. 

'  ^'"^^St^lwys  for  Amateurs     Ten  numbers 

ricej^s  -^ents  each. 

JarJey^w"^  J^'*'     "'"*«  *>"  Costumc.    Scenery  to  Fit  any  Stage. 

^^^)V.v  Ethiopian  Plays,  Charade..  Amateur's  (luide, 

n  ' 

'ne  Dramatic  Pi  blishing   Company, 

;p^  Chioago.  = 

Poge     ainlaaue   sent  free   on   application. 


